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No. LII. 

TO MRS DUNLOP. 

Edinburgh, 16M Aprils 1787. 
Madam,' 
There is an affectation of gratitude which I dislike. The 
periods of Johnson and the pauses of Sterne may hide a 
selfish heart. For my part, Madam, I trust I have too much 
pride for servility, and too little prudence for selfishness. I 
have this moment broken open your letter, but 

" Rude am I in speech, 
And therefore little can I grace my cause 
In speaking for myself — " 

SO I shall not trouble you with any fine speeches and hunt- 
ed figures. I shall just lay my band on my heart and say, 
I hope I shall ever have the truest, the warmest sense of 
your goodness. 

I come abroad, in print, for certain on Wednesda}^ 
Your orders I shall punctually attend to ; only, by the way 
I must tell you that I was paid before for Dr Moore's and 
Miss Williams' copies, through the medium of Commission- 
er Codirane in this place, but that we can settle when I 
have the honour of waiting on you. 

Dr Smith* was ju^t gone to London the morning befgre 
I received your letter to .him. R. B. 

• Adam Smith, the celebrated author of the " Wealth of Na- 
tions," &c 

4 A 
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No. LIII. 

TO DR MOORE.» 

Edinburgh, 22d April, 1787. 
I RECEIVED the books, and sent the one you mentioned to 
Mrs Dunlop. I am ill skilled in beating the coverts of im- 
agination for metaphors of gratitude. I thank you, Sir, for 

* To the above, Dr Moore retarned the following answer, which, 
as containing his strictures on the Poet's new edition of his works 
and hints for his future exertions, is of considerable interest. 

** Clipfokd^trbbt, Mt^ 23, 1787. 
"Dear Sir, 

" I had the pleasure of your letter by Mr Creech, and soon after 
he sent me the new edition of your poems. You seem to think 
it incumbent on you to send to each subscriber a number of copies 
proportionate to his subscription money, but you may depend 
upon it, few subscribers expect more than one copy, whatever 
they subscribed ; I must inform you however that I took twelve 
copies for those subscribers, for whose money ybu were so accurate 
as to send me a receipt, and Lord Eglinton told me he had 
sent for six copies fur himself, as he wished to give five of them 
as presents. 

" Some of the poems you have added in this last edition are 
very beautiful, particularly the ' Winter Night,' the < Address to 
Edinburgh,' * Green grow the rashes,' and the two songs imme- 
diately following ; the latter of which is exquisite. By the way, 
I imagine you have a peculiar talent for such compositions, 
which you ought to indulge. No kind of poetry demands more 
delicacy or higher polishing. Horace is more admired on account 
of his Odes than all his other writings. But nothing now added 
is equal to your * Vision,' and ' Cotter's Saturday Night.' In 
these are united fine imagery* natural and pathetic description, 
with sublimity of language and thought. It is evident that you 
already possess a great variety of expression and command of the 
English language; you ought therefore to deal more sparingly, for 
the future, in the provincial dialect — why should you, by using 
that, limit the number of your admirers to those who understand 
the Scottish, when you can extend it to all persons of taste who 
understand the English language ? In my opinion, you should 
plan some larger work than any you have as yet attempted. I 
mean, reflect upon some proper subject, and arrange the plan in 
your mind, without beginning to execute any part of it till you 
have studied most of the best English poets, and read a little 
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the honour you have done me ; and to my latest hour will 

warmly remember it To be highly pleased with your book, 

is what I have in common with the world ; but to regard 

these volumes as a mark of the author's friendly esteem, is 

a still more supreme gratification. 

I leave Edinburgh in the course of ten days or a fort- 

• 
more of history.— -The Greek and Roman stories you can read 
in some abridgment, and soon become master of the most bril- 
liant facts, which must highly delight a poetical mind. You 
should also, and very soon may, become master of the heathen 
mythology, to which there are everlasting allusions in all the 
poets, and which in itself is charmingly fancifuL What will re- 
quire to be studied with more attention, is modem history ; that 
is, the history of France and great Britain, from the beginning of 
Henry the Seyenth*s reign. I know very well you have a mind 
capable of attaining knowledge by a shorter process than is com- 
monly used, and I am certain you are capable of making a bet- 
ter use of it, when attained, than is generally done. 

« I beg yon will not give yourself the trouble of writing to me 
when it is inconvenient, and make no apol(^ when you do write 
for having postponed it — be assured of this, however, that I shall 
always be happy to hear from you. I think my friend Mr 

• told me that you had some poems in manuscript by you, 

of a satirical and humorous nature, (in which, by the way, I think 
you very strong,) which your prudent friends prevailed on you to 
omit ; particularly one called * Somebody's Confession ;* if you 
will intrust me with a sight of any of these, I will pawn my word 
to give no copies, and will be obliged to yqu for a perusal of 
them. 

*' I understand you intend to take a farm, and make the useful 
and respectable business of husbandry your chief occupation : 
this I hopewill not prevent your making occasional addresses to 
the nine ladies who have shown you such favour, one of whom 
visited you in the <* auld clay biggin." Virgil, before you, prov- 
ed to the world that there is nothing in the business of husbandry 
inimical to poetry ; and I sincerely hope that you may afford an 
example of a good poet being a successful farmer. I fear it will 
not be in my power to visit Scotland this season ; when I do, I'll 
endeavour to find you out, for I heartily wish to see and converse 
with yon. If ever your occasions call you to this place, I make 
no doubt of your paying me a visit,, and you may depend on a 
very cordial welcome from this family. 

" I am, dear Sir, 

" Your friend and obedient servant, 

" J. Moore." 
a2 
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night, and, after a few pilgrimages over some of the classic 
ground of Caledonia, Cowden Knowes, Banks of Yarrow, 
Tweed, &c., I shall return to my rural sliades, in all like- ' 
lihood never more to quit them. I have formed my inti- 
macies and friendships here, but I am afraid they are all of 
too tender a construction to bear carriage a hundred and 
fifty miles. To the rich, the great, the fashionabile, the polite, 
I have no equivalent to offer ; and I am afraid my meteor 
appearance will by no means entitle me to a settled cor- 
respondence with any of you, who are the permanent lights 
of genius and literature. 

My most respectful compliments to Miss Williams. If 
once this tangent flight of mine were over, and I were re- 
turned to my wonted leisurely motion in my old circle, I 
may probably endeavour to return her poetic compliment 

in kind. 

R. B. 



No. LIV. 
TO MRS DUNLOP. 

Edinburgh, 30^ Jpril, 1787. 

Your criticisms. Madam, I understand very well* 

and could have wished to have pleased you better. You 
are right in your guess that I am not very amenable to 
counsel. Poets, much my superiors, have so flattered those 
who possessed the adventitious qualities of wealth and 
power, that I am determined to flatter no created being, 
either in prose or verse. 

I set as little by princes, lords, clergy, critics, &c. as all 
these respective gentry do by my hardship. 1 know what 
I may expect from the world, by and bye— illiberal abuse, 
and perhaps contemptuous neglect. 

I am happy. Madam, that some of my own favourite 
pieces are distinguished by your particular approbation^ 
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For my * Dream,' which has unfortunately incurred your 
loyal displeasure, I hope in four weeks, or less, to have the 
honour of appearing, at Dunlop, in its defence in person. 

R. B. 



No. LV. 
TO THE REV. DR HUGH BLAIR.* 

Lawn-market, Edinburgh, Sd May, 1 787. 

Reverend and much-respbctbd Sir, 

I leave Edinburgh to-morrow morning, but could not 

go without troubling you with half a line, sincerely to 

thank you for the kindness, patronage, and friendship you 

lave shown me. I often felt the embarrassment of my 

* " We subjoin Dr Blair's answer to the above epistle : — 

" ABGVLB.sQUAiut, Edinbdbgh, Uh MtQf, 1787. 

"Dear Sir, — I was favoured this forenoon with your very 
obliging letter, togethec With an impression of your portrait, for 
which I return you my best thanks. The success you have met 
with I do not think was beyond your merits ; and if I have had 
any small hand in contributing to it, it gives me great pleasure. 
I know to way in which literary persons who are advanced in 
years can do more service to the world, than in forwarding the 
efforts of rising genius, or bringing forth unknown merit from 
obscurity. I was the first person who brought out to the notice 
of the world the poems of Ossian ; first, by the * Fragments of 
ancient Poetry,* which I published, and afterwards, by my setting 
on foot the undertaking for collecting and publishing the * Works 
of Ossian ;* and I have always considered this as a meritorious ac- 
tion of my life. 

" Your situation, as you say, was indeed very singular : and in 
being brought out, all at once, from the shades of deepest privacy 
to so great a share of public notice and observation, you had to 
stand a severe trial. I am happy that you have stood it so well ; 
and, as far as I have known o^ heard, though in the midst of 
many temptations, without reproach to your character and be- 
haviour. 

" You are now I presume to retire to a more private walk of 
life ; and I trust will conduct yourself there with industry, pru- 

Ad 
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singular situation ; drawn forth from tlie veriest shades o^ 
life to the glare of remark ; and honoured by the notice of 
those illustrious names of my country whose works, while 
they are applauded to the end of time, will ever instruct 
and mend the heart. However the meteor-like novelty of 
my appearance in the world might attract notice, and hon- 
our me with the acquaintance of the permanent lights of 



dence, and honoar. You have laid the foundation for just pub- 
lic esteem. In the midst of those employments which your situ- 
ation will render proper, you will not I hope neglect to promote 
that esteem, by cultivating your genius, and attending to such 
productions of it as may raise your character still higher. At 
the same time be not in too great a haste to come forward.'^ 
Take time and leisure to improve and mature your talents. For 
on any second production yon give the world, your fate, as a 
poet, will very much depend. There is no doubt a gloss of 
novelty, which time wears off. As you very properly hint your- 
self, you are not to be surprised, if in your rural retreat you da 
not find yourself surrounded with that glare of notice and applause 
which here shone upon you. No man can be a good poet without 
being somewhat of a philosopher. He must lay his account, that 
any one, who exposes himself to public observation, will occasion- 
ally meet with the attacks of illiberal censure, which it is alway» 
best to overlook and despise. He will !>e inclined sometimes to 
court retreat, and to disappear from public view. He will not 
affect to shine always ; that he may at proper seasons come forth 
with more advantage and energy. He will not think himself ne- 
glected if he be not always praised. I have taken the liberty you 
see of an old man to give advice and make reflections, which 
your own good sense will I dare say render unncessary. 

*' As you mention your being just about to leave town, you are 
going, I should suppose, to Dumfries-shire, to look at some of Mr 
Miller's farms. I heartily wish the offers to be made you there 
may answer ; as I am persuaded you will not easily find a more 
generous and better hearted proprietor to liv^ under than Mr 
Miller. When you return, if you come this way, I will be happy 
to see you, and to know concerning your future plans of life. 
You will find me by the 22d of this month, not in my house in 
Argyle-square, but at a country-house at Restalrig, about a mile 
east from Edinburgh, near the Musselburgh road. Wishing you 
ail success and prospeatyy I am^ with real regard and esteem, 

« Dear Sir, 

" Yours sincerely, 

««HughBlaW^ 
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genius and literature, those who are truly benefactors of 
the im|^ortal nature of man, I knew very well that my ut- 
most merit was far unequal to the task of preserving that 
character when once the novelty was over ; I have made 
up my mind that abuse, or almost even neglect, will not 
surprise .me in my quarters. 

I have sent you a proof impression of Beugo's work* for 
me, done on Indian paper, as a trifling but sincere testimony 
with what heart-warm gratitude I am, &c. 

R. B. 



No. LVI. 
TO JAMES JOHNSON,t 

EDITOR OF THE SCOTS MUSICAL MUSEUM. 

Lawn-maBKET, Friday-noon, Qd May, 1787. 

Dear Sir, 

I HAVE sent you a song never before known, for your 
collection ; the air by Mr Gibbon, but I know not the au- 
thor of the words, as I got it from Dr Blacklock. 

Farewell, my dear Sir ! I wished to have seen you, but 
I have been dreadfully throng, as I march to-morrow. — 
Had my acquaintance with you been a little older, I would 
have asked the &vour of your correspondence ; as I have 
met with few people whose company and conversation gave 
me so much pleasure, because I have met with few whose 
sentiments are so congenial to my own. 

When Dunbar and you meet, tell him that I left Edin- 
burgh with the idea of him hanging somewiiere about my 
heart. 

• The portrait of the Poet after Nasmyth. 

■j* This letter is for the first time published, and we are indebt- 
ed for it to our friend, James Smith, Esq. of Jordan-hill. * We 
havo no means of ascertaining the song which it inclosed. — M. 
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Keep the original of this song till we meet again, when- 
ever that may be. ^ 

R. B. 



No. LVII. 

TO WILLIAM CREECH, ESQ. EDINBURGH. 

Selkirk, IQth May, 1787. 
My honoured Friend, 

The enclosed I have just wrote, nearly extempore, in a 
solitary inn in Selkirk, after a miserable wet day's riding. 
I have been over most of East Lothian, Berwick, Rox- 
burgh, and Selkirk-shires ; and next week I begin a tour 
through the north of England. Yesterday I dined with 
Lady Harriet, sister to my noble patron,* Quern Deus 
conservet ! I would write till I would tire you as much 
with dull prose, as I daresay by this time you are with 
wretched verse, but 1 am jaded to death ; so, with a grateful 
farewell, 

I have the honour to be, 

Grood Sir, yours sincerely, 

R. B. 

Auld chuckle Reekie*sf sair distrest, 
Down droops her ance weel burnish'd crest, 
Nae joy her bonnie buskit nest 

Can yield ava ; 
Her darling bird that she lo*es best, 

Willie's awa, J 

• Jame9, Earl of Glencairn. f Edinburgh. ^ See vol. I. p. 222. 
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No. Lvm. 

TO MR PATISON, BOOKSELLER, PAISLEY* 

Berry*w£ll, nearDunse^ May nth, 1787. 
Dear Sir, 
I AM sorry I was out of Edinburgh, making a slight pil- 
grimage to the classic scenes of this country, when I was 
favoured with yours of the llth instant, inclosing an order 
of the Paisley banking company on the Royal bank, for 
twenty-two pounds seven shillings sterling, payment in full, 
after carriage deducted, for ninety copies of my book I sent 
you. According to your motions, I see you will have left 
Scotland before this reaches you, otherwise I would send 
you ' Holy Willie' with all my heart. — I was so hurried that 
I absolutely forgot several things I ought to have minded, 
among the rest sending books to Mr Cowan, but any order 
of yours will be answered at Creech's shop. You will 
please remember that non-subscribers pay six shillings, this 
is Creech's profit ; but those who have subscribed, though 
their ndmes have been neglected in the printed list, which 
is very incorrect, they are supplied at the subscription price. 
I was not at Glasgow, nor do I intend for London ; and 1 
think Mrs Fame is very idle to tell so many lies on a poor 
Poet. When you or Mr Cowan write for copies, if you 
should want any, direct to Mr Hill at Mr Creech's shop, 
and I write to Mr Hill by this post, to answer either of 
your orders^ Hill is Mr Creech's first clerk, and Creech 
himself is presently in London. I suppose 1 shall have the 
pleasure against your return to Paisley, of assuring you 
how much I am. 

Dear Sir, 
Your obliged humble servant, 

R. S. 

• This letter has never before been ' published, and it is valu- 
able inasmuch as it shows the number of the Poet*s works which 
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No. LIX. 
TO MR W. NICOL,* 

MASTER OF THE HIGH SCHOOL, EDINBURGH. 

Carlisle, June 1, 1787. 

Kind honest-hearted Willie, 

Tm Bitten down here, after seven and forty miles ridin', 
e^en as forjesket and forniaw*d as a forfoughten cock, to gie 
you some notion o' my land lowper-like stravaguin sin the 
sorrowfu' hour that I sheuk hands and parted wi' auld 
Reekie. 

My auld, ga'd gleyde o* a meere has huchyall'd up hill 
and down brae, in Scotland and England, as teugh and bir- 
nie as a very devjl wi' me.f It's true, she's as poor's a 
sangmaker and as hard's a kirk, and tipper-taipers when 
she taks the gate, first like a lady's gentlewoman in a min- 
uwae, or a hen on a het girdle ; but she's a yauld, poutherie 
Girran for a' that, and has a stomack like Willie Stalker's 
meere that wad hae disgeested tumbler-wheels, for she'll 
whip me aff her five stimparts o' the best aits at a down- 
sittin and ne'er fash her thumb. When ance her ringbanes 
and spavies, her crucks and cramps, are &irly soupl'd, she 
beets to, beets to, and aye the hindmost hour the tightest. 
I could wager her price to a thretty pennies, that for twa 

were subscribed for in Paisley. Our thanks are due to our friend 
Charles Hutcheson, Esq. Glasgow, for placing the original MS. 
in our hands. — M. 

* In reviewing Mr Cromek's Reliques of Bums, in which publi- 
cation this curious epistle first saw the light. Sir Walter Scott says 
— <* No man ever had more command of the ancient Doric dialect 
than Bums. He has left a curious testimony of his skill in a let- 
ter to Mr Nicol in this volume ; an attempt to read a sentence 
of which would break the teeth of most modern Scotchmen." It 
is written in the west country dialect, and does not present any 
difficulty to ti native. — ^M. 

f This mare ioa the Poet's favourite, Jenny Geddes. 
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or three wooks ridin at iifty mile a day, the deiUsticket a 
five gallopers acqueesh Clyde and Whithorn could cast.saut 
on her tail. 

I hae dander'd owre a* the kintra frae Dumbar to Sel- 
craig, and hae forgather'd wi* mony agiiid fallow, and mony 
a weelfar'd hizzie. I met wi* twa dink quines in particlar, 
ane o* them a sonsie, fine, fodgel laas, baith braw and bon- 
nie; the tither was a clean-shankit, straught, tight, weel- 
far'd winch, as blytlie's a lintwhite on a flowerie thorn, and 
as sweet and modest's a new blawn plumrose in k hazle 
shaw. They were baith bred to mainers by the beuk, and 
onie ane o' them had as muckle smeddum and rumblegum- 
tion as the half o' some presbytries that you and I baith 
ken. They play'd me sik a deevil o' a shavie that I daur 
say if my harigals were turn'd out, ye wad see twa nicks 
i*the heart o* me like the mark o* a kail-whittle in a 
castock. 

I was gaun to write you a lang pystle, but, Gude forgie 
me, I gat mysel sae noutouriously bitchifyM the day afler 
kail-time that I can hardly stoiter but and ben. 

My best respecks to the guidwife and a* our common 
friens, especiall Mr and Mrs Cruikshank, and the honest 
guldman o* Jock's Lodge. 

I'll be in Dumfries tlie morn gif the beast be to the fore, 
and the branks bide hale. 

Gude be wi* you, Willie ! Amen ! 



No. LX. 

TO THE SAME. 

MauCHLINE, June 18, 1787. 
Mt dear Friend, 
I AM now arrived safe in my native country, after a very 
agreeable jaunt, and have the pleasure to find all my friends 
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well. I breakfasted with your gray-headed, reverend 
friend, Mr Smith ; and was highly pleased both with thf^ 
cordial welcome he gave me, and his most excellent appear- 
ance and sterling^ good sense. 

I have been with Mr Miller at Dalswinton, and am to 
meet him again in August. From my view of the lands, 
and his reception of my hardship, my hopes in that busi- 
ness are rather mended ; but still they are but slender. 

I am quite charmed with Dumfries folks— Mr Burnside, " 
the clergyman, in particular, is a man whom I shall ever 
gratefully remember; and his wife, Gude forgie me ! I had 
almost broke the tenth commandment on her account. 
Simplicity, elegance, good sense, sweetness of disposition, 
good humour, kind hospitality, are the constituents of her 
manner and heart : in short — but if I say one word more 
about her, I shall be directly in love with her. 

I never, my friend, thought mankind very capable of 
anything generous ; but the stateliness of the patricians in 
Edinburgh, and the servility of my plebeian brethren (who 
perhaps formerly eyed me askance) since I returned home, 
have nearly put me out of conceit altogether with my spe- 
cies. I have bought a pocket Milton whidh I carry per- 
petually about with me, in order to study the sentiments — 
the dauntless magnanimity, the intrepid, unyielding inde- 
pendence, the desperate daring, and noble defiance of 
hardship in that great personage, Satan. 'Tis true, I have 
just now a little cash ; but I am afraid the star that hitherto 
has- shed its malignant, purpose-blasting rays full in my ze- 
nith ; that noxious planet, so baneful in its influences to the 
rhyming tribe, I much dread it is not yet beneath my hori- 
zon. — Misfortune dodges the path of human life ; the poetic 
mind finds itself miserably deranged in, and unfit for the 
walks of business ; add to all, that thoughtless follies and 
hare-brained whims, like so many ignes fatui, eternally 
diverging from the right line of sober discretion, sparkle 
with step-bewitching blaze in the idly-gazing eyes of the 
poor heedless Bard, till, pop, " he falls like Lucifer, never 
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to hope again." God grant this may be an unreal picture 
with respect to me ! but should it not, I have very little 
dependence on mankind. I will close my letter witli this 
tribute my heart bids me pay you — ^the many ties of ac- 
quaintance and friendship which I have, or think I have in 
life, I have felt along the lines, and, damn them, they are 
almost all of them of such frail contexture, that I am sure 
they would not stand the breath of the least adverse breeze 
of fortune ; but from you, my ever dear Sir, I look with 
confidence for the Apostolic love that shall wait on me 
"through good report and bad report" — the love which 
Solomon emphatically says *^is strong as death." My 
compliments to Mrs Nicol, and all the circle of our common 
friends, 

P.S. I shall be in £dinbur^ about the latter end of 

July. 

R. B. 



•*m 



No. LXI. 
TO MR JAMES CANDLISH. 

EmNBURGH, 1787. 
My dear Friend, 
If once I were gone from this scene of hurry and dissi- 
pation, I promise myself the pleasure of that correspon- 
dence being renewed which has been so long broken. At 
present I have time for nothing. Dissipation and business 
engross every moment. I am engaged in assisting an 
honest Scotch enthusiast,* a friend of mine, who is an en- 
graver, and has taken it into his head to publish a collec 
tion of all our songs set to music, of which the words and 
music are done by Scotsmen. This, you will easily guess, 
is an undertaking exactly to my taste. I have collected, 

* Johnson, the publisher and proprietor of the Musical Museum. 
4 B 



14 WORKS OF BURNS, 

I 

begged, borrowed, and stolen, all the songs I could meet 

with. Pompey's Ghost, words and music, I beg from you 

immediately, to go into his second number: the first is 

already published. I shall show you the first number when 

I see you in Glasgow, which will be in a fortnight or less. 

Do be So kind as to send me the song in a day or two i 

you cannot imagine how much it will oblige me. 

Direct to me at Mr W. Cruikshank's, St James's Square, 

New Town, Edinburgh. 

R. B. 



No. LXII. 
TO ROBERT AINSLIE, ESQ. 

Arbachab, 2Sth June, 1787.. 
My dear Sir, 
I write this on my tout through a country where savage 
streams tumble over savage mountains, thinly overspread 
with savage flocks, which sp&ringly support as savage in- 
liabitants. My last stage was Inverary — to-morrow night*s 
stage Dumbarton. I ought sooner to have answered your 
kind letter, but you know I am a man of many sins. 

R.B. 



No. LXIir. 

TO WILLIAM NICOL, ESQ. 

AUCHTERTYRE, Monday, June, 1787. 
Mv DEAR Sir, 
I FIND myself very comfortable here, neither oppressed 
by ceremony, nor mortified by neglect. Lady Augusta is 
a most engaging woman, and very happy in her family, 
which makes one's outgoings and incomings very agreeable. 
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I called at Mr Ramsay's of Auchtertyre as I came up the 
country, and am so delighted with hiip that I shall certain- 
ly accept of his invitation to spend a day or two with him 
as I Yeturn. I leave this place on Wednesday or Thurs- 
day. 

Make my kind compliments to Mr and Mrs Cruikshank 
and Mrs Nicol, if she is returned. 

I am ever, dear Sir, 

Your deeply indebted, — R. B. 



No. LXIV. 
TO WILLIAM CRUIKSHANK,* 

SI JAMESES SQUARE, EDINBURGH. 

AUCHTEBTYRE, Monday, June, 1787. 
I HAVE nothing, my dear Sir, to write to you, but that I 
feel myself exceedingly comfortably situated in this good 
family : just notice enough to make me easy but not to em- 
barrass me. I was storm-staid two days at the foot of the 
Ochill-hills, with Mr Tait of Herveyston and Mr Johnston 
of Alva, but was so well pleased that I shall certainly spend 
a day on the banks of the Devon as I return. I leave this 
place I suppose on Wednesday, and shall devote a day to 
Mr Ramsay at Auchtertyre, near Stirling : a man to whose 
worth I cannot do justice. My respectful kind compli- 
ments to Mrs Cruikshank, and my dear little Jeanie, and 
if you see Mr Masterton, please remember me to him. 

I am ever, 

My dear Sir, &c.— R. B. 

* The gentleman to whom thift letter is addressed was one of 
the masters of the High school of Edinburgh. — M. 



b2 
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No. LXV. 
TO MR JAMES SMITH, 

LINLITHGOW. 

June dO^A, 1787. 
My dear Friend, 

On our return, at a Highland gentleman's hospitable 
mansion, we fell in witli a merry party, and danced till the 
ladies left us, at thre6 in the morning. Our dancing was 
none of the French or English insipid formal movements ; 
the ladies sung Scotch songs like angels, at intervals ; then 
we flew at Bab at the Bowster, TuUochgorum, Loch Erroeh 
Side,* &c. like midges sporting in the mottie sun, or craws 
prognosticating a storm in a hairst day. — When the dear 
lasses left us, we ranged round the bowl till the good-fellow 
hour of six ; except a few minutes that we went out to pay 
our devotions to tlie glorious lamp of day peering over the 
towering top of Benlomond. We all kneeled ; our wor- 
thy landlord's son held the bowl ; each man a full glass in 
his hand ; and I, as priest, repeated some rhyming non- 
sense, like Thomas-a-Rhymer's prophecies I suppose. 
— After a small refreshment of the gifts of Somnus, we 
proceeded to spend the day on Lochlomond, and reached 
Dumbarton in the evening. We dined at another good 
fellow's house, and, consequently, pushed the bottle ; when 
we went out to mount our horses, we found ourselves " No 
vera fou but gaylie yet." My two friends and I rode sober- 
ly down tlie Loch side, till by came a Highlandman at the 
gallop, on a tolerably- good horse, but which had never 
known the ornaments of iron or leather. We scorned to 
be out-galloped by a Highlandman, so off we started, whip 
and spur. My companions, though seemingly gaily mount- 
ed, fell sadly astern ; but my old mare, Jenny Geddes, one 
of the Rosinante family, she strained past the Highlandman 

* Scotch tunes. 
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in Spite of all his efforts with the hair halter : just as I was 
passing him, Donald wheeled his horse, as if to cross before 
me to mar my progress, when down came his horse, and 
threw his rider's breekless a — e in a dipt hedge : and down 
came Jenny (veddes over all, and my hardship between 
her and the Highlandman*s horse. Jenny Geddes trode 
over me with such cautious reverence, that matters were 
not so bad as might well have been expected ; so I came 
off with a few cuts and bruises, and a thorough resolution 
to be a pattern of sobriety for the future. 

I have yet fixed on nothing with respect to the serious 
business of life. I am, just as usual, a rhyming, mason- 
making, raking, aimless, idle fellow. However, I shall 
somewhere have a farm soon. I was going to say, a wife 
too ; but that must never be my blessed lot« I am but a 
younger son of the house of Parnassus, and like other 
younger sons of great families, I may intrigue, if I choose 
to run all risks, but must not marry* 

I am afraid 1 have almost ruined one source, the princi- 
pal one indeed, of my former happiness ; that eternal pro- 
pensity I always had to fall in love. My heart no more 
glows with feverish rapture. I have no pacadisaical evening 
interviews, stolen from the restless cares and prying inhabi- 
tants of this weary world. I have only . This 

last is one of your distant acquaintances, has a fine figure, 
and elegant manners ; and in the train of some great folks 
whom you know, has seen the politest quarters in Europe. 
I do like her a deal ; but what piqi^es me is her conduct at 
the commencement of our acquaintance. I frequently visit- 
ed her. when I was in , and after passing regularly the 

intermediate degrees between the distant formal bow and 
the ^miliar grasp round the waist, I ventured, in my care- 
less' way, to talk of friendship in rather ambiguous terms ; 

and after her return to , I wrote to her in the same 

style. Miss, construing my words farther I suppose than 
even I intended, flew off in a tangent of female dignity and 
reserve, like a mounting lark in an April morning ; and 

r3 
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wrote tne an answer which measured me out very com' 
pletely what an immense way I had to travel before I could 
reach the climate of her favour. But I am an old hawk at 
the sport, and wrote her such a cool, deliberate, prudent 
reply, as brought my bird from her aerial towerings, pop 
down at my foot, like Corporal Trim's hat. 

As for the rest of my acts, and my ware, and all my wise 
sayingsj and why my mare was called Jenny Geddes, they 
shall be recorded in a few weeks hence at Linlithgow, in 
the chronicles of ypur'pnemory, by R. B. 



No. LXVI. 
TO MR JOHN RICHMOND. 

MOSSGIEL, lih Juiy, 1 7B7. 
My dear Richmond, 

I AM all impatience to hear of your fate since the old 
confounder of right and wrong has turned you out of place, 
by his journey to answer his indictment at the bar of the 
other world. H^ will find the practice of the court so 
different from the practice in which he has for so many 
years been thoroughly hackneyed, that his friends, if he had 
any connections truly of that kind, which I rather doubt, 
may well tremble for bis sake. His chicane, his left-handed 
wisdom, which stood so firmly by him, to such good pur- 
pose, here, like other accomplices in robbery and plunder, 
will, now the piratical business is blown, in all probability 
turn king's evidences, and then the devil's bagpiper will 
touch him off " Bundle and go !" 

If he has left you any legacy, I beg your pardon for all 
this ; if not, I know you will swear to every word I said 
about him. 

I have lately been rambling over by Dumbarton and In* 

verary, and running a drunken race on the side of Loch 
Lomond with a wild Highlandman ; his horse, which had 
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never known the ornaments of iron or leather, zigzagged 
across before my old spavin'd hunter, whose name is Jenny 
Geddes, and down came the Highlandman, horse and all> 
and down came Jenny and my hardship ; so I have got such 
a skinful of bruises and wounds, that I shall be at least four 
weeks before I dare venture on my journey to Edinburgh. 
Not one new thing under the sun has happened in 
Mauchline since you left it. I hope this will find you as 
comfortably situated as fonnerly, or, if heaven pleases, more 
so ; but, at all events, I trust you will let me know of course 
how matters stand with you, well or ill. 'Tis but poor con- 
solation to tell the world when matters go wrong; but you 
know very well your connection and mine stands on a 
different footing. 

I am ever, my dear friend, yours, 

R. B. 



No. LXVII. 
TO ROBERT AINSLIE. , 

Mauchline, 2!ddJtdyy 1787. 
My dear Aikslie, 

There is one thing for which I set great store by you as 
a friend, and it is this, that I have not a friend upon earth, 
besides yourself, to whom I can talk nonsense without for- 
feiting some degree of his esteesu Now, to one like me, 
who never cares for speaking any thing else but nonsense, 
such a friend as you is an invaluable treasure. I was 
never a rogue, but have b^en a fool all my life ; and, in spite 
of all my endeavours, I see now plainly that I shall never 
be wise. Now it rejoices my heart to have met with such 
a fellow as you, who, though you are not just such a hope- 
less fool as I, yet I trust you will never listen so much to 
the temptations of the devil as to grow so very wise that 
you will in the least disrespect an honest fellow because he 
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is a fool. In short, I have set you down as the staff of n>y 
old age, when the whole list of my friends will, after a de- 
cent share of pity, have forgot me. 

^* Though in the morn comes start and strife, 
Yet joy may come at noon ; 
And I hope to live a merry merry life 
When a' thir days are done." 

Write me soon, were it but a few lines just to tell me 
how that good sagacious man your father is, — that kind 
dainty body your mother, — that strapping chiel your 
brother Douglas — and my friend Hachel> who is as far be- 
fore Rachel of old, as she was before her blear-eyed sistei* 
Leah. 

R. B* 



No. LXYIII. 

TO DR MOORE. 

Mauchune, 2d August^ 1787. 
Sir, 

Foa some months past 1 have been rambling over tlie 
country, but I am now confined with some lingering com- 
plaints, originating, as 1 take it, in the stomach. To divert 
my spirits a little in this miserable fog of ennui, I have 
taken a whim to give you a history of myself. My name 
has made some little noise in this country ; you liave done 
me tlie honour to interest yourself very warmly in my be- 
half; and 1 think a faithful account of what character of a 
man I am, and how I came by that character, may perhaps 
amuse you in an idle moment. I will give yoq an honest 
narrative, though I know it will be often at my own expense i 
Itor I assure you, Sir, I have, like Solomon, whose character, 
excepting in the trifling afiair of wisdom, I sometimes think 
I resemble, — I have« I say, like him turned my eyes to be- 
hold madness and folly, and like him, too, frequently shaken 



GENERAL COBAESPONDENGE. 21 

hands with their intoxicating friendship. After you liare 
perused these pages, should you think them trifling and 
impertinent, I only beg leave to tell you, that the poor 
author wrote them under some twitching qualms of con- 
science, arising from a suspicion that he was doing what he 
ought not to do : a predicament he has more than once 
been in before. 

. I have not the most distant pretensions to assume that 
character which the pye-coated guardians of escutcheons 
call a gentleman. When at Edinburgh lasi winter, I got 
acquainted in the herald*s office ; and, looking through that 
granary of honours, I there found almost every name in the 
kingdom ; but for me, 

" My ancient bat ignoble blood 
Has crept thro' scoandrek ever tince the flood." 

Gules, purpure, argent, &c. quite disowned me. 

My &ther was m the north of Scotland, the son of a 
farmer, and was thrown by early misfortunes on the world 
at large ; where, afiter many years* wanderings and sojourn- 
ings, he picked up a pretty large quantity of observation 
and experience, to which I am indebted for most of my 
little pretensions to wisdom. I have met with few who 
understood men, their manners, and tlieir ways, equal to 
him ; but stubborn, ungainly integrity, and headlong, un- 
governable irascibility, are disqualifying circumstances ; 
consequently, I was born a very poor man's son. For the 
first six or seven years of my life, my father was gardener 
to a worthy gentleman of small estate in the neighbourhood 
of Ayr. Had he continued in that station, I must have 
marched off to be one of the little underlings about a farm 
house ; but it was his dearest wish and prayer to have it in 
his power to keep his children under his own eye^ till they 
could discern between good and evil ; so, with the assistance 
of his generous master, my father ventured on a small farm 
on his estate. At those years, I was by no means a favourite 
with any body. I was a good deal noted for a retentive 
memory, a stubborn sturdy something in my disposition. 
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and an enthusiastic idiot* piety. I say idiot piety, because 
I was then but a child. Though it cost the schoolmaster 
some thrashings, I made an excellent English scholar ; and 
by the time I was ten or eleven years of age, I was a critic 
in substantives, verbs, and particles. In my infant and 
boyish days, too, I owed much to an old woman who re- 
sided in the family, remarkable for her ignorance, credulity, 
and superstition. She had, I suppose, the largest collection 
in the country of tales and songs concerning devils, ghosts, 
fairies, brownies, witches, warlocks, spunkies, kelpies, elf- 
candles, dead-lights, wraiths, apparitions, cantraips, giants, 
enchanted towers, dragons and other trumpery. This cul- 
tivated the latent seeds of poetry ; but had so strong an 
effect on my imagination, that to this hour, in my nocturnal 
rambles, 1 sometimes keep a sharp look out in suspicious 
places ; and though nobody can be more sceptical than I 
am in such matters, yet it often takes an effort of philosophy 
to shake off these idle terrors. The earliest composition that 
I recollect taking pleasure in, was The Vision of Mirza, 
and a hymn of Addison's beginning, '* How are thy servants 
blest, O Lord I" 1 particularly remember one half-6tanza 
which was music to my boyish ear — 

"For though on dreadful whirls we hung 
High on the broken wave — " 

I met with these pieces in Mason's English Collection, one 
of my school-books. The first two books I ever read in 
private, and which gave me more pleasure than any two 
books I ever read since, were the Life of Hannibal, and 
the History of Sir William Wallace. Hannibal gave my 
young ideas such a turn, that I used to strut in raptures up 
and down after the recruiting drum and bag-pipe, and wish 
myself tall enough to be a soldier ; while the story of 
Wallace poured a Scottish prejudice into my veins, which 
will boil along there till the flood-gates of life shut in eter- 
nal rest. 

• Idiot for idiotic. 



GENERAL CORRESPONDENCE. > 28 

Polemical divinity about this time was putting the country 
• hair mad, and I, ambitious of shining in conversation parties 
on Sundays, between sermons, at funerab, &c., used a few 
years afterwards to puzzle Calvinism with so much heat 
and indiscretiop, that I raised a hue and cry of heresy against 
me, which has not ceased to this hour. 

My vicinity to Ayr was of some advantage to me. My 
social disposition, when not checked by some modifications 
of spiritual pride, was like our catechism definition of in- 
finitude^ without bounds or limits. I formed several con- 
nexions with other younkeis, who possessed superior ad- 
vantages; the youngling actors who were busy in the 
rehearsal of parts, in which they were shortly to appear on 
the stage of life, where, alas ! I was destined to drudge 
behind the scenes. It is not commonly at this green age, 
that our young gentry have a just sense of the immense 
distance between them and their ragged play-fellows. It 
lakes a few dashes into the world, to give the young great 
man that proper, decent, unuoticing disregard for the poor, 
insignificant, stupid devib, the mechanics and peasantry 
around him, who were, perhaps, born in the same village. 
.My young superiors never insulted the clouterly appearance 
of my plough-boy carcase, the two extremes of which were 
often exposed to all the inclemencies of all the seasons. 
They would give m$ stray volumes of books ; among them, 
even then, I could pick up some observations ; and one, 
whose heart, I am sure, not even the " Munny Begum'* 
scenes liave tainted, helped me to a little French. Parting 
with these my young friends and bene&ctors, as they oc- 
casionally went off for the East or West Indies, was often 
to me a sore affliction; but I was soon called to more 
serious evils. My &ther's generous master died ; the farm 
proved a ruinous bargain ; and to clench the misfortune, 
we fell into the hands of a factor, who sat for the picture I 
have drawn of one in my tale of * Twa Dogs.* My father 
was advanced in life when he married ; I was the eldest of 
seven children, and he, W45tn out by early hardships, was 
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unfit for labour. My father^s spirit was soon irritated, but 
not easily broken. There was a freedom in his lease in two 
years more, and to weather these two years, we retrenched 
our expenses. We lived veiy poorly : I was a dexterous 
ploughman for my age ; and the next eldaBt to nie was a 
brother (Gilbert), who could drive the plough very well, 
and help me to thrash the corn. A novel-writer might, 
perhaps, have viewed these scenes with some satisfaction, 
but so did not I ; my indignation yet boils at the recollec- 
tion of the scoundrel factor's insolent threatening letters, 
which used to set us all in tears. 

This kind of life — ^the cheerless gloom of a hermit, with 
the unceasing moil of a galley-slave, brought me to my six- 
teenth year ; a little before which period 1 first committed 
the sin of rhyme. You know our country custom of coupling 
a man and woman together as partners in the labours of 
harvest. In my fifteenth autumn, my partner was a be» 
witching creature, a year younger than myself. My scarcitf 
of English denies me the power of doing her justice in that 
language, but you know the Scottish idiom : she was a 
•• bonnie, sweet, sonsie lass." In short, she, altogether un- 
wittingly to herself, initiated me in that delicious passion, 
which, in spite of acid disappointment, gin-horse prudence, 
and book-worm philosophy, I hold to be the first of human 
joys, our dearest blessing here below ! How she caught 
the contagion I cannot tell ; you medical people talk much 
of infection from breathing the same air, the touch, &c. ; 
but I never expressly said I loved her. — Indeed, I did not 
know myself why i liked so much to loiter behind with her, 
when returning in the evening from our labours ; why the 
tones of her voice made my heart-strings thrill like an 
^olian harp ; and particularly why my pulse beat such a 
furious ratan, when I looked and fingered over her little 
hand to pick out the cruel nettle-stings and th istles. Among 
her other love-inspiring qualities, she sung sweetly ; and it 
was her favourite reel to which I attempted giving an em- 
bodied vehicle in rhyme. I waS not so presumptuous as to 
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imagiDe that I could make verses like printed ones, com- 
posed by men who had Greek and Latin ; but my girl sung 
a song which was said to be composed by a small country 
laird's son, on one of his &ther*s maids, with whom he was 
in love ; and I saw no reason why I might riot rhyme as 
well as he ; for, excepting tliat he could smear sheep, and 
cast peats, his fiither living in the moorlands, he had no 
more scholar-craft than myself. 

Thus with me began love and poetry ; which at times 
have been my only, and till within the last twelve months, 
nave been my highest enjoyment. My &ther struggled on 
till he reached the freedom in his lease, when he entered 
on a larger farm, about ten miles farther in the country. 
The nature of the bargain he made was such as to throw a 
little ready money into his hands at the commencement of 
his lease, otherwise the affair would have been impracticable. 
For four years we lived comfortably here, but a difference 
commencing between him and his landlord as to terms, after 
three years tossing and whirling in the vortex of litigation^ 
my hther was just saved from the horrors of a jail, by a 
Consumption, which, after two years' promises, kindly stepped 
in, and carried him away, to where the wicked cease from 
troubling, and where the weary are at rest ! 

It is dOring the time that we lived on this &rm that my 
little story is most eventful. I was, at the beginning of 
this period, perhaps the mo^t ungainly awkward boy in the 
parish — no solitaire was less acquainted with the ways of 
the world. What I knew of ancient story was gathered 
from Salmon's and Guthrie's Geographical Grammars ; and 
the ideas I had formed of modern manners, of literature, 
and criticism, I got from the Spectator. These, with Pope's 
Works, some Plays of Shakspeare, Tull and Dickson on 
Agriculture, The Pantheon, Locke's Essay on the Human 
Understanding, Stackhouse's History of the Bible, Justice's 
British Gardener's Directory, Boyle's Lectures, Allan Ram- 
say's Works, Taylor's Scripture Doctrine of Original Sin, 
A Select Collection of English Songs, and Herve/s Medi- 
4 c 
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tations, had formed tlie whole of my reading. T^^e collec- 
tion of songs was my vade mecum. I pored over them, 
driving my cart, or walking to labour, song by song, verse 
by verse ; carefully noting the true tender, or sublime, from 
affectation and fustian. I am convinced I owe to this 
practice much of my critic-craft, such as it is. 

In my seventeentli year, to give my manners a brush, I 
went to a country dancing-school. My father had an un- 
accountable antipathy against these meetings, and my going 
was, what to this moment I repent, in opposition to his 
wishes.* My father, as I said before, was subject to strong 
passions ; from that instance of disobedience in me, he took 
a sort of dislike to me, which, I believe, was one cause of 
the dissipation which marked my succeedmg years. I say 
dissipation, comparatively with the strictness, and sobriety, 
and regularity of presbyterian country life ; for, though the 
will-o -wisp meteors of thoughtless whim were almost the 
sole lights of ray path, yet early ingrained piety and virtue 
kept me for several years afterwards within the line of inno- 
cence. The great misfortune of my life was to want an 
aim. I had felt early some stirrings of ambition, but they 
' were the blind gropings of Homer's Cyclops round the 
walls of his cave. I saw my father's situation entailed on 
me perpetual labour. The only two openings by which I 

* " I wonder,*' says Gilbert Bums, " how Robert could attribute 
to our father that lasting resentment of his going to a dancing 
school against his will, and of which he was incapable. I believe 
the truth was, that about this time he began to see the dangerous 
impetuosity of my brother's passions, as well as his not being 
amenable to counsel, which often irritated my father, and which, he 
would naturally think, a dancing-school was not likely to correct. 
But he was proud of Robert's genius, which he bestowedt more 
expense on cultivating than on the rest of the family — and he 
was equally delighted with his warmth of heart and conversa- 
tional powers. He had indeed that dislike of dancing-schools 
which Robert mentions ; but so far overcame it during Robert's 
first month of attendance, that he permitted the rest of the family 
that were fit for it to accompany him during the second month. 
Robert excelled in dancing, and was for some time distractedly 
fond of it."--M. 
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could enter the temple of fortune were the gate of niggardly 
economy, or the path of little chicaning bargain-making. 
The first is so contracted an aperture I never could squeeze 
myself into it — the last I always hated — ^there was con- 
tamination in the very entrance ! Thus abandoned of aim 
or view in Ijfe, with a strong appetite for sociability, as well 
from native hilarity, as from a pride of observation and re- 
mark ; a constitutional melancholy or hypochondriasm that 
made me fly solitude ; add to these incentives to social life,' 
my reputation for bookish knowledge, a certain wild logical 
talent, and a strength of thought, something like the rudi*- 
ments of good sense; and it will not seem surprising that I 
was generally a welcome guest where I visited,, or any great 
wonder that always, where two or three met together, there 
was I among them. But far beyond all other impulses of 
my heart, was un penchant a T adorable moitie du genre 
Jiumain. My heart was completely tinder, and was eternally 
lighted up by some goddess or other ; and, as in every other 
warfare in this world, my fortune was various ; sometimes 
I was received witti favour, and sometimes I was mortified 
with a repulse. At the plough, scythe, or reap-hook, I 
feared no competitor^ and thus I set absolute want at de^ 
fiance ; and as I never cared farther for my labours than 
while I was in actual exercise, I spent the evenings in the 
way after my own heart. A country lad seldom carries on 
a love adventure without an assisting confidant. I possessed 
a curiosity, zeal, and intrepid dexterity that recommended 
me as a proper second on these occasions ; and I dare say, 
I felt as much pleasure in being in the secret of half the 
loves of the parish of Tarbolton, as ever did statesman in 
knowing the intrigues of half the courts of Europe. The 
very goose-feather in my hand seems to know instinctively 
the well-worn path of my imagination, the ^vourite theme 
of my song ; and is with diflSculty restrained from giving 
you a couple of paragraphs on the love-adventures of my 
compeers, the humble inmates of the farm-house and cot- 
tage ; but the grave sons of science^ ambition, or avarice,. 

c 2 



^8 WORKS OF BURNS. 

baptize these things by the name of follies. To the sons 
and daughters of labour and poverty they are matters of the 
most serious nature : to them the ardent hope, the stolen 
interview, the tender farewell, are the greatest and most 
delicious parts of their enjoyments. 

Another circumstance in my life which made some altera^ 
tion in my mind and manners, was, that I spent my nine, 
teenth summer on a smuggling coast, a good distance from 
home, at a noted school, to learn mensuration, surveying, 
dialling, &c., in which I made a pretty good progress. But 
I made a greater progress in the knowledge of mankind. 
Tlie contraband trade was at that time very successful, and 
it sometimes happened to me to fall in with those who 
carried it on. Scen^ of swaggering riot and roaring dissi- 
pation were, till this time, new to me ; but I was no enemy 
to social life. Here, tliough I learnt to fill my glass, and to 
mix without fear in a drunken squabble, yet I went on with 
a high hand with my geometry, till the sun entered Virgo, 
a month which is always a carnival in my bosom, when a 
charming fillette, who lived next door to the school, overset 
my trigonometry, and set me off at a tangent from the 
spheres of my studies. I, however, struggled on with my 
sines and co-sines for a few days more ; but stepping into 
the garden one charming noon to take the sun's altitude, 
there I met my angel 

'< Like Proserpine gathering flowers. 
Herself a fairer flower '* 

It was in vain to think of doing any more good at school. 
The remaining week I staid I did nothing but craze the 
faculties of my soul about her, or steal out to meet her ; 
and the two last nights of my stay in the country, had sleep 
been a mortal sin, the image of this modest and innocent 
girl had kept me guiltless. 

I returned home very considerably improved. My read- 
ing was enlarged with the very important addition of 
Thomson's and Shenstone's Works ; I had seen human 
nature in a new phasis; and I engaged* several of my 



GENERAL CORRESPONDENCE. 29 

schoolfellows to keep up a literary correspondence with me. 
This improved me m composition. I had met with a col- 
lection of letters oy the wits of Queen Anne's reign, and [ 
pored over them most devoutly. 1 kept copies of any of my 
own letters that pleased me, and a comparison between them 
and the composition of most of my correspondents flattered 
my vanity. I carried this whim so far, that though I had 
not three-&rthings* worth of business in the world, yet al- 
most every post brought me as many letters as if I had been 
a broad plodding son of the day-book and ledger. 

My life flowed on much in the same course till my 
twenty-third year. Vive Vamour, et vive la bagatelle, 
were my sole principles of action. The addition of two 
more autliors to my library gave me great pleasure ; Sterne 
and Mackenzie — Tristram Shandy and the Man of Feeling 
were my bosom favourites. Poesy was still a darling walk 
for my mind, but it was only indulged in according to the 
humour of the hour. I had usually half a dozen or more 
pieces on hand ; I took up one or other, as it suited the 
momentary tone of the mind, and dismissed the work as it 
bordered on fatigue. My passions, when once lighted up, 
raged like so many devils, till they got vent in rhyme ; and 
then the conning over my verses, like a spell, soothed all 
into quiet! None of the rhymes of those days are in print, 
except * Winter, a dirge,* the eldest of my printed pieces ; 
* The Death of poor Maillie,* * John Barleycorn,' and songs 
first, second, and third. Song second was the ebullition of 
that passion whicli ended the forementioned school-business. 

My twenty-third year was to me an important era. 
Partly through whim, and partly that I wished to set about 
doing something in life, I joined a flax-dresser m a neigh- 
bouring town (Irvine), to learn his trade. This was an 
unlucky afiair. My * * * and to finish the whole, as 
we were giving a welcome carousal to the new year, the 
shop took fire and burnt to ashes, and I was left, like a 
true poet, not worth a sixpence. 

1 was obliged to give up this scheme ; the clouds of mis<- 

c 3 
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fortune were gatliering thick round my father's head ; and, 
what was worst of all, he was visibly far gone in a con- 
sumption ; and to crown my distresses, a belle JUle, whom 
1 adored, and who had pledged her soul to meet me in the 
iield of matrimony, jilted me, with peculiar circumstaoces 
of mortification. The finishing evil that brought up the 
rear of this infernal file, was my constitutional melancholy 
being increased to such a degree, that for three months I 
was in a state of mind scarcely to be envied by the hopeless 
wretches who have got their mittimus — depart from me, ye 
cursed ! 

From this adventure I learned something of a town life ; 
but tlie principal thing which gave my mind a turn, was a 
friendship I formed with a young fellow, a very noble char- 
acter, but a hapless son of misfortune. He was the son of 
a simple mechanic ; but a great man in the neighbourhood 
taking him under his patronage, gave him a genteel educa- 
tion, with a view of bettering his situation in life. The 
patron dying just as he was ready to launch out into the 
world, the poor fellow in despair went to sea; where, after 
a variety of good and ill-fortune, a little before I was ac- 
quainted with him he had been set on shore by an Amjeri- 
can privateer, on the wild coast of Connaught, stripped of 
every thing. I cannot quit this poor fellow's story without 
adding, that he is at this time master of a large West-India- 
man belonging to the Thames. 

His mind was fraught with independence, magnanimity, 
and every manly virtue. I loved and admired him to a de- 
gree of enthusiasm, and of course strove to imitate him. 
In some measure I succeeded ; I had pride before, but he 
taught it to How in proper channels. His knowledge of 
the world was vastly superior to mine^ and I was all atten- 
tion to learn. He was the only man I ever saw who was 
a greater fool than myself where woman was the presiding 
star ; but he spoke of illicit love with the levity of a sailor, 
which hitherto I had regarded with horror. Here his 
friendship did me a mischief, and the consequence was, that 
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soon after I resumed the plough, I wrote the ' Poet*s 
Welcome.** My reading only increased while in this town 
by two stray volumes of Pamela, and one of Ferdinand 
Count Fathom, which gave me some idea of novels. Rhyme, 
except some religious pieces that are in print, I had given 
up ; but meeting with Fergusson*s Scottish Poems, I 
Strang anew my wildly sounding lyre with emulating vigour. 
When my father died, his all went among the hell-hounds 
that prowl iu the kennel of justice ; but we made a shift to 
collect a little money in the family amongst us, with which, 
to keep us together, my brother and I took a neighbouring 
farm. My brother wanted my hair-brained imagination, as 
well as my social and amorous madness ; but in good 
sense, and every sober qualification, he was far my sup^ 
rior. 

I entered on this farm with a full resolution, " come, go 
to, I will be wise!** I read farming books, I csdculated 
crops ; I attended markets ; and, in short, in spite of tbfe 
devil, and tlie world, and the flesh, I believe I should have 
been a wise man ; but the first year, fron\ unfortunately 
buying bad seed, the second from a late harvest, we lost 
half our crops. This overset all my wisdom, and I return- 
ed ** like the dog to his vomit> and the sow that was washed, 
to her wallowing in the mire.'* 

I now began to be known in the neighbourhood as a 
maker of rhymes. The first of my poetic offspring that 
saw the light, was a burlesque lamentation on a quarrel 
between two reverend Calvinists, both of them dramatis 
personcB in my ' Holy Fair.' I had a notion myself that 
the piece had some merit ; but, to prevent the worst, I gave 
a copy of it to a friend, who was very fond of such things, 
and told him that I could not guess who was tlie author of 
it, but that I thought it pretty clever. With a certain de> 
scription of tlie clergy, as well as laity, it met with a roar 
of applause, * Holy Willie's Prayer* next made its appear- 

• * Rob the Rhymer's Welcome to his Bastard Child.' 
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ance, and alarmed the kirk-session, so much, tliat they held 
several meetings, to look over their spiritual artillery, if 
haply any of it might be pointed against pro^ne rhymers^ 
Unluckily for me, my wanderings led me on another side, 
within point-blank shot of their heaviest metal. Tiiis is 
the unfortunate story that, gave rise to my printed poem, 
' The Lament*' This was a most melancholy affair, which 
I cannot yet bear to reflect on, and had very nearly given 
me one or twaof the principal qualifications fos a place among 
those who. have lost th6 chart, and mistaken the reckoning 
of rationality. I gave up my part of the farm to my bro- 
ther ; in truth it was only nominally mine ; and made 
wiiat little preparation was in my power for Jamaica. But, 
before leaving my native country for ever, I resolved to 
publish my poems. I weighed my productions as impar- 
tially as was in my power; I thought they had merit ; and 
it was a delicious idea that I should be called a clever fel- 
low, even though it should never reach my ear& — a poor 
negro-driver — or perhaps a victim to that inhospitable clime, 
and gone to the world of spirits ! I can truly say, tliat, 
pauvre inconnu as I then was, 1 liad pretty nearly as high 
an idea of myself and of my works, as I have at this mo- 
ment, when the public has decided in their favour. It 
ever was my opinion that the mistakes and blunders, both 
in a rational and religious point of view, of which we see 
tliousands daily guilty, are owing to their ignorance of them- 
selves. — To know myself, Jhad been all along my constant 
'study. I weighed myself alone ; I balanced myself with 
others ; I watched every means of information,, to see how 
much ground I occupied as a man and as a poet ; I studied 
assiduoudy Nature's design in my formation — ^whece the 
lights and shades in my character were intended. I was 
pretty confident my poems would meet with some applause ; 
but at the worst, the roar of the Atlantic would deafen tlie 
voice of censure, and the novelty of West Indian scene8 
make me forget neglect. I threw off six hundred copies,. 
of which I had got subscriptions for about three hundred 
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afid fifty. — My vanity was highly gratified by the reception 
I met with from the public ; and besides I pocketed, all 
expenses deducted, nearly twenty pounds. This sum came 
very seasonably, as I was thinking of indenting myself, for 
want of money to procure my passage. As soon as I was 
master of nine guineas, the price of wafting me to the torrid 
zone, I took a steerage passage in the first ship that was to 
sail from the Clyde, for 

** Hungry rain bad me in the wind«" 

I had been for some days skulking from covert to covert, 
under all the terrors of a jail ; as some ill-advised people had 
uncoupled the merciless pack of the law at my heels. I had 
taken the last farewell of my few friends; my chest was on 
the road to Greenock; I had composed the last song t 
should ever measure in Chledonia — * The gloomy night is 
gathering fast,' when a letter from Dr Blacklock to a friend 
of mine, overthrew all my schemes, by opening new pros- 
pects to my poetic ambition. The doctor belonged to a 
set of critics, for whose applause I had not dared to hope. 
His opinion, that I would meet with encouragement in 
Edinburgh for a second edition, fired me so much, that 
away I posted for that city, without a single acquaintance, 
or a single letter of introduction. The baneful star that 
had so long shed its blasting influence in my zenith, for 
once raac|e a revolution to the nadir ; and a kind Provi- 
dence placed me under the patronage of one of the noblest 
of men, the Earl of Glencairn. Oublie moi, grand Dieut 
si jamais je toublie ! 

I need relate no farther. At Edinburgh I was in anew 
world ; I mingled among many classes of men, but all of 
them new to me, and I was all attention to ** catch " the 
characters and ** the manners living as they rise.'* Whether 
I have profited, time will show. 



My most respectful compliments to Miss Williams. 
Her very elegant and friendly letter 1 cannot answer at 



34 WORKS OF BURNS. 

present, as my presence is requisite in Edinburgh, and I set 
out to-morrow. R. B.* 



No. LXIX. 
TO ROBERT AINSLIE, ESQ. 

Mauchline, Jtdi/f 1787. 
My dear Sir, 

My life, since I saw you last» has been one continued 
hurry ; that savage hospitality which knocks a man down 
with strong liquors, is the devil. I liave a sore warfare in 
this world ; the devil, the world, and the flesh, are three 
formidable foes. The first I generally try to fly from ; the 
second, alas! generally flies from me ; but the third is my 
plague, worse than the ten plagues of Egypt. 

I have been looking over several farms in this country ; 
one in particular, in Nithsdale, pleased me so well, that if 
my offer to the proprietor is accepted,. I sliall commence 
farmer at Whit^Sunday. If farming do fiot appear eligible, 
I shall have recourse to my other ^ift ; but this to a friend* 

I set out for Edinburgh on Monday morning ; how long 
I stay there is uncertain, but you will know so soon as I 
can inform you myself. However I determine, poesy must 
be laid aside for some time ; my mind has been vitiated 
with idleness, and it will take a good deal of effort to Iiabi- 
tuate it to the routine of business. 

I am„ my dear Sir, 

Yours sincerely, 

R» B. 

* This is an exceedingly interesting piece of autobiography, and 
is written with great ease, vivacity, and distinctness. We wish 
much that all poets of equal celebrity had left equally intelligible 
memorials of their earlier years behind them, to afford an in- 
sight of their character, and thus guide the labours of theic 
fixture biographers. — M. 
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No. LXX. 

TO MR ROBERT MUIR. 

Stirling, 26^A Augustf 1787. 
Mv DEAR Sir, 

I INTENDED to liRve Written you from Edinburgh, and 
now write you from Stirling to make an excuse. Here am 
i, on my way to Inverness, with a truly original, but very 
worthy man, & Mr Nicol, one of the masters of the High- 
-school in Edinburgh. I left Auld Reekie yesterday morn- 
ing, and have passed, besides by-excursions, Linlithgow, 
Borrowstouness, Falkirk, aad here am I undoubtedly. 
This morning I knelt at the tomb of Sir John the Graham, 
the gallant friend of the immortal Wallace ; and two hours 
ago I said a fervent prayer for old Caledonia over the hole 
in a blue whinstone, wh^re Robert de Bruce fixed his royal 
standard on the banks of Bannockbarn ; and just now, 
from Stirling Castle, I have seen by the setting snn the 
glorious prospect of the windings of Forth through the rich 
carse of Stirling, and skirting Che equally rich carse of Fal- 
kirk. The crops are very strong, but so very late that there 
is no harvest, except a ridge or two perhaps in ten miles, 
all the way I have travelled from Edinburgii. 

I left Andrew Bruce and family all well. I will be at 
least three weeks in making my tour, as I sliall return by 
the coast, and have many people to call for. 

My best compliments to Charles, our dear kinsman and 
fellow-saint; and Messrs W. and H. Parkers. I hope 
Hughoc* is going on and prospering with God and Miss 
M'Causlin. 

If I could think on any tliiftg sprightly, I should let you 
iiear every other post ; but, a dull,, matter-of-fact business 

* Ihe wee Hughoc mentioned in ' Poor Maillte.'>~*-M« 
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like this scrawl, the less and seldomer one writes, the 
better. 

Among other matters-of-fact I shall add this, that I am 
and ever shall be. 

My dear Sir, 

Your obliged, 

R. B. 



No. LXXI. 

TO GAVIN HAMILTON, ESQ. 

Stirling, 2Sth August, 1787. 
My dear Sir, 
Here am I on my way to Inverness. I baveHrambled 
over the rich, fertile carses of Falkirk and Stirling, and am 
delighted with their appearance : richly waving crops of 
wheat, barley, &c., but ho harvest at all yet, except in one 
or two places, an old-wife's ridge. Yesterday morning I 
rode from this town up the meandering Devon's banks, to 
pay my respects to some Ayrshire folks at Harvieston. 
After breakfast, we made a party to go and see the famous 
Caudron-linn, a remarkable cascade in the Devon, about 
five miles above Harvieston ; and afi;er spending one of the 
most pleasant days I ever had in my life, I returned to Stir- 
ling in the evening. They are a family. Sir, though I had 
not had any prior ti& ; tliough they had not been the brother 
and sisters of a certain generous friend of mine, I would 
never forget them. I am told you have not seen them these 
several years, so you can have very little idea of li^hat these 
young folks are now. Your brother is as tall as you are, 
but slender rather than otherwise ; and I have the satisfac- 
tion to inform you that he is getting the better of those* 
consumptive symptoms which I suppose you know were 
threatening him. His make, and particularly his manner. 
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>'esemble you, but he will still have a finer face. (I put in 
the word still, to please Mrs Hamilton.) Good sense, 
modesty, and at the same time a just idea of that fespect 
that man owes to man, and has a right in his turn to exact, 
are striking features in his character ; and, what with me, 
is the Alpha and the Omega, he has a heart that might 
adorn the breast of a poet ! Grace ha^ h good figure, and 
the look of health and cheerfulness, but nothing else re- 
markable in her person. I scarcely ever saw so striking a 
likeness as is between her and your little Beenie ; the 
mouth and chin particularly. She is reserved at first ; but 
as we grew better acquainted, I was delighted with the 
native frankness of her manner, and the sterling sense of 
her observation. Of Charlotte I cannot speak in com- 
mon terms of admiration : she is not only beautiful but 
lovely. Her form is elegant ; her features not regular, but 
they have the smile of sweetness and the settled oonrpia- 
cency of good nature in the highest degree ; and her com- 
plexion, now that she has happily recovered her wonted 
health, is equal to Miss Burnet's. Aft6r the exercises of 
our riding to the Falls, Charlotte was exactly t>r Donne's 
mistress : — 



'** Her pure arid eloquent blood 



Spok^ in her cheeks, and so distinetly wrought, 
That one wonld almost say her body thought." 

Her eyes are fascinating ; at once expressive of good sense, 
tenderness, and a noble mind. 

I do not give you all this account, my good Sir, to flatter 
you. I mean it to reproach you. Such relations the first 
peer in the realm might own with pride ; then why do youf 
not keep up more correspondence with these so amiable* 
young folks ? I had a thousand questions to answer about 
you. I bad to describe the little ones with the minuteness 
of anatomy. They were highly delighted when I told 
them that John*was so good a boy, and so fine a scholar, 

* This is the " wee curlie Johnnie,*' mentioned in Burns*8 dedi- 
cation to Gavin Hamilton, Esq.' — M. 

4 D 
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and that Willie was going on still very pretty : but I have 
it in commission to tell her from them that beauty is a poor 
silly bauble without she be good. Miss Clialmers I had left 
in Edinburgh, but I had the pleasure of meeting with Mrs 
Chalmers, only Lady Mackenzie being rather a little alarm- 
ingly ill of a sore throat somewhat marred our enjoyment. 
. I shall not be in Ayrshire for four weeks. My most 
respectful compliments to Mrs Hamilton, Miss Kennedy, 
and Doctor Mackenzie. I shall probably write him from 
some stage or other. 

I am ever, Sir, 

Yours most gratefully, 

R. B. 

* A carious account of the Poet*8 visit, on his second tour, to 
Mrs Bruce, is given by Dr Adair, who married Charlotte Hamil- 
ton, the far-famed * Maid of Devon :'— " A visit to Mrs Bruce, 
of Clackmannan, a lady above ninety, the lineal descendant of 
that race which gave the Scottish throne its brightest ornament, 
interested his feelings more powerfully. This venerable dame, 
with characteristical dignity, informed me, on my observing that 
I believed she was descended from the family of Robert Bruce, 
that Robert Bruce was sprang from her family. Though almost 
deprived of speech by a paralytic affection, she preserved her 
hospitality and urbanity. She was in possession of the hero's 
helmet and two-handed sword, with which she conferred on Burnr 
and myself the honour of knighthood, remarking, that she had 
a better right to confer that title than some people. You will 
of coarse conclade that the old lady*s political tenets were as 
jacobitical as the Poet's, a conformity which contributed not a 
little to the cordiality of our reception and entertamment. She 
gave as her first toast after dinner, * Awa* Uncos,* or * Away 
with the Strangers :* who these strangers were, you will readily 
understand." 
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No. LXXII. 

TO MR WALKER. BLAIR OF ATHOLE* 

Inverness, &th Septembery 1767. 

Mt dear Sir, 

I HAVE just time to write the foregoing^f and to tell you 

that it wiis (at least most part of it) the effusion of an 

half-hour I spent at Bruar. I do not mean it was extern* 

poie, for I have endeavoured to brush it up as well as Mr 

* Professor Walker gives the following account of the Poet's 
tour to the north : — "Returning to Edinburgh, he chose for his 
partner in a new and more extended tour, Mr Nicol of the High 
School, a man in whom the defects of a turbulent temper, and un- 
polished manners, were scarcely balanced by a superior measure of 
scholastic attainments, and a vein of coarse irreverent wit, which 
the Poet was too much disposed to aid and imitate. With this 
gentleman he set out from Edinbui^h in September, and pro» 
ceeded in a post-chaise by Taymouth, Dunkeld, and filair, to In- 
verness, where he turned to the South, and taking the road by 
the coast, arrived in Edinburgh about the middle of October. 
In this, as on his former excursions, he was entertained with 
the most flattering hospitality by various persons of distinction, to 
whom he was either already known, or carried letters of intro- 
duction. He passed two or three days with the Duke of Athole, 
and was highly delighted by the attention which he received, and 
the company to whom he was introduced at Blair. These, on the 
other hand, were no less pleased with the correct and manly de- 
portment of the interesting stranger. At the Duke of Gordon's 
he appeared as an old acquaintance, the Duchess having stood 
foremost, during the preceding winter, among his- patrons and 
admirers, promoting his reputation with all that elegant energy 
of character which so gracefully becomes her. During these 
visits, however. Bums was led to discover his injudicious selection 
of a fellow-traveller, by whose presence he was incommoded apd 
harassed. The ill regulated temper and manners of Mr Nicol 
prevented Burns from introducing him to scenes where delicacy 
and self-denial were so much required. He was therefore left at 
the inns while the Poet was regaling in the higher circles ; an 
indignity which his proud and untractable spirit could with diffi- 
culty brook. At Athole-house his impatience was suspended by 
engaging him in his favourite amusement of angling ; but as no 
such device was adopted at Gordon castle, he broke out with 

d2 
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NicoPs chat and the jogging of the chaise would allow. It 
eases my heart a good deal, as rhyme is the coin with which 
a poet pays his debts of honour or gratitude. What I 
owe to the noble family of Athole, of the first kind, I shall 
ever proudly boast ; what I owe of. the last, so help me 
God in my hour of need] I shall never forget. 

The " little angel-band !" I declare I prayed for them 
very sinceriely to-day at the Fall of Fyeis. I sliall never 
forget the fine family-piece I saw at Blair ; the amiable, 
the truly noble duchess, witii her smiling little seraph in 
faer lap, at the head of the table : the lovely ** olive plaDts,** 
as the Hebrew bard finely says, round the happy mother : 
the beautiful Mrs G — ; the lovely, sweet Miss C. &c. I 
wish I had the powers of Guido to do them justice ! My 
Lord Duke's kind hospitality-r-markedly kind indeed. Mr 
Graham of Fintry's charms of conversation — Sir W. Mur- 
ray's friendship. In short, the recollection of all that polite, 
agreeable company raises an honest glow ip pay bosom. 



No. LXXIII. 

TO MR GILBERT BURNS. 

Edinburgh, nth, September, 1787. 
My dear Brother, 
I arrived here safe yesterday evening, after a tour of 
twenty-two days, and (ravelling near six hundred miles, 

an manageable irritability, and coinpelled the Poet to abridge his 
visit. This was not only a mortifying disappointment, but iq all 
probability a serious misfortune to Burns, as a longer stay among 
persons of such influence might have begot a permanent inti- 
macy, and on their parts an active concern for his future ad- 
vancement.'* At this time Mr Walker was tutor in the family of 
the duke of Athole. He was in the year 1815 appointed to the 
Humanity chair in the College of Glasgow, and died in 1881. 
He was a most amiable man and an elegant scholar. — 'i/i. 
t The Humble Petition of Bruar-water, Vol. I. p. 233. 
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windings included. My farthest stretch was about ten 
miles beyond Inverness. I went through the heart of the 
Highlands by Crieff, Taymouth, the famous seat of Lord 
Breadalbane, down the Tay, among cascades and druidical 
circles of stones, to Dunkeld, a seat of the Duke of Athole ; 
thence across Tay, and up one of his tributary streams to 
Blair of Athole, another of the duke's seats, where I had 
the honour of spending nearly two days with his grace and 
family ; thence many miles through a wild country among 
cliffs gray with eternal snows and gloomy savage glens, till 
I crossed Spey and went down the stream through Stratli- 
spey, so fiimous in Scottish music ; Badenoch, &c. till I 
reached Grant Castle, where I spent half a day with Sir 
James Grant and fiimily ; and then crossed the country for 
Fort George, but called by the way at Cawdor, the ancient 
seat of Macbeth ; there I saw the identical bed in which 
tradition says king Duncan was murdered ; lastly, from Fort 
George to Inverness. 

1 returned by the coast, through Nairn, Forres, and so 
on, to Aberdeen, thence to Stonehive, where James 
Bumess, from Montrose, met me by appointment I spent 
two days among our relations, and found. our aunts, Jean 
and Isabel, still alive, and hale old women. John Cairn, 
though bom the same year with our father, walks as vigor- 
ously as I can : they have had several letters from his son 
in New York. William Brand is likewise a stout old fel- 
low » but further particulars I delay till I see you, which 
will be in two or three, weeks. The rest of my stages ar& 
not wortli rehearsing ; warm as I was for Ossian's country,, 
where I had seen his very grave, what cared I for fishing- 
towns or fertile carses ? I slept at the famous Brodie of 
Brodie's one night, and dined at Gordon Castle next day, 
with the duke, duchess, and family* I am thinking to 
cause my old mare to meet me, by means of John Ronald, 
at Glasgow ; but you shall hear &rther from me before 1 
leave Edinburgh. My duty and many compliments from 
the north to my mother ; and my brotherly compliments 



42 ^ORKS OF BURSTS. 

to the rest. I have been trying for a berth for William^ 
but am not likely to be successful. Farewell. 

R. B. 



No. LXXIV. 
TO MISS MARGARET CHALMERS, 

(now MRS HAY, OF EDINBURGH.) 

SepL 26, 1787. 

I SEND Charlotte the first number of the songs ; I would 
not wait for the second number ; I hate delays in little 
marks of friendship, as I hate dissimulation in the language 
of the heart. I am determined to pay Charlotte a poetic 
compliment, if I could hit on some glorious old Scotch air, 
in number second.* You will see a small attempt on a 
shred of paper in the book ; but though Dr Blacklock com- 
mended it very highly, I am not just satisfied with it my- 
self. I intend to make it a description of some kind : the 
whining cant of love, except in real passion, and by a mas- 
terly hand, is to me as insufferable as the preaching cant of 
old Father Smeaton, whig-minister at Kilmaurs. Darts, 
flames, cupids, loves, graces, and all that farrago, are just a 
Mauchline a senseless rabble. 

I got an excellent poetic epistle yesternight from the old, 
venerable author of * Tullochgorum,' ' John of B^enyon,* 
&C. I suppose you know he is a clergyman. It is by far 
the finest poetic compliment I ever got. I will said you a 
copy of it. 

I go on Thursday or Friday to Dumfries, to wait on Mr 
Miller about his farms. — Do tell that to Lady Mackenzie, 
that she may give me credit for a little wisdom. ** J Wis- 
dom dwell with prudence.'* What a blessed fire-side! 

* Of the Scots Musical Museum. 
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How happy sbould I be to pass a winter eyeniiig under 
tlieir venerable roof! and smoke a pipe of tobacco, or 
drink water-gruel with them ! With solemn, lengthened, 
laughter-quashing gravity of phiz ! What sage remarks on 
the good-for-nothing sons and daughters of indiscretion and 
folly I And what frugal lessons, as we straitened the fire- 
side circle, on the uses of the poker and tongs I 

Miss N. is very well, and begs to be remembered in the 
old way to you. I used all my eloquence, all t^ persua- 
sive flourishes of the hand, and heart-melting modulation 
of periods in my power, to urge her out to Uarvieston, 
but all in vain. My rhetoric seems quite to have lost its 
effect on the lovely half of mankind. 1 have seen the day 
— 4>at this is a ** tale of other years.*' — ^In my conscience I 
believe that my heart has been so oft on fire that it is ab- 
solutely vitrified. I look qn the sex with something like 
the admiration with which I regard the starry sky in a frosty 
December night I admire the beauty of the Creator's 
workmanship ; I am charmed with the wild but graceful 
eccentricity of their motions, and — wish them good night. 
I mean this with respect to a certain passion dont fat eu 
rhonneur cTetre un miserable esclave : as for friendship, you 
and Charlotte have given me pleasure, permanent plea- 
sure, " which the world cannot give, nor take away** I hope ; 
and which will outlast the heavens and the earth. 

R.B. 



No. LXXV. 
TO THE SAME. 

Without date, 
I HAVE been at Dumfries, and at one visit more shall be 
decided about a farm in that country. I am rather hope- 
less in it : but as my brother is an excellent farmer, and is, 
besides, an exceedingly prudent sober man (qualities which 
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are only a younger brother's fortune in our family), I am 
determined, if my Dumfries business fail me, to return into 
partnership with him, and at our leisure take another farm 
in the neighbourhood. 

I assure you I look for high compliments from you and 
Charlotte on this very sage instance of my unfathomable, 
incomprehensible wisdom. Talking of Charlotte, I must 
tell her that I have, to the best of my power, paid her a 
poetic compliment now completed. The air is admirable : 
true old Highland. It was the tune of a Gaelic song which' 
an Inverness lady sung me when I was there ; I was so 
charmed with it that I begged her to write me a set of it 
from her singing ; for it liad never been set before* I am 
fixed that it shaJl go in Johnson's next number ; so Char- 
lotte and you need not spend your precious time in con* 
tradicting me. I won't say the poetry is first-rate ; though 
I am convinced it is very well ; and, what is not always the 
case with compliments to ladies, it is not only sincere, but 
just. 

[Here follows the song of * The Banks of the Devon.* See 

Vol. II. p. 243.] 



No. LXXVI. 
TO REV. JOHN SKINNER. 

Edinburgh, October 2b, 1787. 

Reverend and Venerable Sib, 
Accept, in plain dull prose, my most sincere thanks for 
the best poetical compliment T ever received. I assure you 
Sir, as a poet, you have conjured up an airy demon of vanity 
in my fancy, which the best abilities in your other capacity 
would be ill able to lay. I regret, and while I live I shall 
regret, that when I was in the north, I had not the pleasure 
of paying a younger brother's dutiful respect to the author 
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of t|ie best Scotch song ever Scotland saw-^' Tullochgo^ 
rum's my deUghtP The world may think slightingly of 
the craft pf song-makjng, if they please, but, 98 Job s^ys-^ 
** O tbiat mine adversary had written » bop^ V* — ^let them 
try. There is a certido something In the old Spotch songs, 
2^ wild happiness of thought and expression, which pecu- 
liarly marks them, not only from Engliah songs, but also 
from the mod/ern e^orts of song-frights, in our natiye man- 
ner and language. The only remains of this enchantment* 
these spells of the iniagination, re^t with yjou. Our true 
brother, Boss of ^ochlee, was Ul^wise " owre cannie** — a 
** wild. warlock" — ^but now he sings among the " sons of the 
morning." 

I have often wished, and will certainly endeavour, to 
form a kind of common acquaintance among all the genuine 
sons of Caledonian song. The world, busy in low prosaic 
punuits, may overlook most of us ; but " reverence thyself.*' 
The world is not our peers, so we challenge the jury. We 
can lash that world, and lind ourselves a very great source 
of amusement and happiness independent of that world. 

There is a work going pn in Sdinburgh, just now, which 
claims your best assistance. An engraver in this tpwo has 
set about collecting and publishing all the Scotch songs, 
with the Music, that can be Ibund. Songs in the English 
language, if by Scotchmen, are admitted, but the music 
must all be Scotch. Drs fieattie and BlackJock axe lend- 
ing a hand, and the first musician in town presides over 
that department. I hare been absolutely crazed aboujt it, 
collecting old stanzas, and every information remaining re- 
specting their origin, authors, &c. &c. This last is but a 
very fragment business ; but at the end of his second num- 
ber — ^the first is already published — a small acconnt will be 
given of the authors, particularly to preserve thpse of latter 
times. Your three songs, * TuUochgorum,' * John of Bad- 
enyon,' and * Ewie wi' the crookit Horn,' go in this second 
number. 1 was determined, before I got your letter, to 
write you, begging that you would let me know where the 
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editions of tkese pieces may be found, as you would wish 
tliem to continue in future times : and if you would be so 
kind to this undertaking as send any songs, of your own or 
others, that you would think proper to publish, your name 
will be inserted among the other authors, — ** Nill ye, will 
ye/* One half of Scotland already give your songs to other 
authors. Paper is done. I beg to hear from you ; the 
sooner the better, as I leave Edinburgh in a fortnight or 
three weeks- — I am. 

With the warmest sincerity. Sir, 

Your obliged humble servant, 

R.B. 



No. LXXVII. 
TO JAMES HOY, ESQ. 

GORDON CASTLE. 

Edinbubgh, dOM October, 1787. 
Sir, 

I will defend my conduct in giving you this trouble, on 
the best of Christian principles — ** Whatsoever ye would 
that men should do unto you, do ye even so unto them.'* 
— I shall certainly, among my legacies, leave my latest carse 
to that unlucky predicament which hurried — tore me away 
from Castle Gordon. May that obstinate son of Latin 
prose [Nicolj be curst to Scotch mile periods, and damned 
to seven league paragraphs ; while Declension and Conjuga- 
tion, Gender, Number, and Tense, under the ragged banners 
of Dissonance and Disarrangement, eternally rank against 
him in hostile array. 

Allow me. Sir, to strengthen the small claim I have to 
your acquaintance, by the following request. An engraver, 
James Johnson, in Edinburgh, has, not from mercenary 
views, but from an honest Scotch enthusiasm, set about 
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collecting all our native songs and setting them to music ; 
particularly those that have never been set before. Clarke, 
the well-known musician, presides over the musical arrange- 
ment, and Drs Beattie and Blacklock, Mr Tytler of Wood- 
houselee, and your humble servant to the utmost of his small 
power, assist in collecting the old poetry, or sometimes for 
a fine air make a stanza when it has no words. The brats, 
too tedious to mention, claim a parental pang from my 
hardship. I suppose it will appear in Johnson's second 
number — ^the first was published before my acquaintance 
with him. My request is — * Cauld Kail in Aberdeen* is 
one intended for this number, and I beg a copy of his 
Grace of Gordon's words to it, which you were so kind as 
to repeat to me. You may be sure we won't prefix the 
author's name, except you like, though I look on it as no 
small merit to this work that the names of so many of the 
authors of our old Scotch songs, names almost forgotten, will 
be inserted. I do not well know where to write to you 
— I rather write at you ; but if you will be so obliging, im- 
mediately on receipt of this, as to write me a few lines, I 
shall perhaps pay you in kind, though not in quality. 
Johnson's terms are: — each number a handsome pocket 
volume, to consist at least of a hundred Scotch songs, with 
basses for the harpsichord, &c. Tlie price to subscribers 
5s. ; to non-subscribers 6«. He will have three numbers I 
conjecture. 

My direction for two or three weeks will be at Mr 
William Cruikshank's, St James's-square, New-town, 
Edinburgh. 

I am. 
Sir, 
Yours to command, 

R. B, 
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No* LXXVIII. 

TO JAMES HOY, ESQ. GORDON CASTLE* 

Edinbubgh, &th November, 1787. 
Dear Sir, 

I WOULD have wrote you immediately on receipt of yoni 

kind letter, but a mixed impulse of gratitude! and esteem 

whispered to me that I ought to send you something by 

way of return. When a poet owes anything, particularly 

* The following sketch of Mr Hoy appeared shortly after his 
death in the Inverness Courier, of April 30, 1828| written by our 
talented friend, Mr Robert Carruthers, editor of that Journal :— 

" The late Mr James Hoy, librarian to the duke of Gordon, 
was, in many respects, a singular and original character. In good^ 
ness of heart, and simplicity of manners^ he was not unlike 
Dominie Sampson himself; and, during the long period of forty- 
six years, daring which be was the inmate of a ducal mansion, he 
lost not a shade of his originality, or abated one jot of his stoical 
indifference to riches. The love of learning and of virtue which 
distinguished Mr Hoy, added to his simple and primitive habits, 
rendered him universally respected and noted in the neighbour- 
hood of Gordon Castle ; and in the noble family in which be 
resided, he maintained with all the same femiliar footing that his 
celebrated prototype, whom we have named above, preserved at 
Ellangowan. Mr Hoy was bom at Haining, in Selkirkshire, in 
the year 1747. His father was gardener to Pringle of Hainfng, or 
Clifton, tffterwards Lord, Ailmore, one of the lords of session, and 
his lordship's daughter Miss Violet Pringle, observing young Hoy 
to be a steady sedate lad, had him educated, according to his 
parents' wishes, for the dissenting church. Lord Ailmore becom- 
?ng blind, young Hoy was engaged to be his reader and companion^ 
Even at this early period, be must have discovered considerable 
signs of scientific genius, for he had an offer to go to Ireland 
with Banks and Solander, as botanist, and to assist in other de- 
partments of science. 

<* It was as a sort of literary companion, and as one able to scale 
the different heights and bearings round Gordon Castle, that Mr 
Hoy was recommended to the duke, and scarcely any other situa- 
tion could have been so admirably calculated to promote his own 
happiness ; for, as his whole enjoyment was in books, so that which 
was his delight now became his duty. To him the charge of the 
duke's library was committed. It became the castle of which he 
was appointed governor, and he was never out of his garrison ex- 
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when he is indebted for good offices, the payment that 
usually recurs to him — the only coin indeed in which he is 
probably conversant — is rhyme. Johnson sends the books 
by the fly, as directed, and begs me to inclose his most 

eept at meal-times, or when called into the fieMa by his scientific 
pursuits ; or on Sundays, when he never failed, let the weather 
be what it might, to mount his horse, to ride to Elgin to attend 
the Seceder meeting-house. As the duke's engagements and OC' 
cttpations deprived him of sufficient leisure to peruse the numerous 
books of miscellaneous information which were continually ap- 
pearing, it became Mr Hoy*s business to devote his forenoons to 
reading them as they arrived ; and then he was enabled, as they 
sat tete a tete over their bottle of claret tc^ether after dinner, to 
fill the duke with all that was worth remembering, and his 
^raee^s memory was such, that it never afterwards lost what it 
thus received. 

'< Mr Hoy's chief sciences were astromony, entomol<^, and 
botany. To the first of these he adhered steadily to his dying 
day* and made almost daily observations on the heavenly bodies, 
and from his having undertaken the regulation of the clocks at 
Gordon castle and Fochabers, it was matter of notoriety that his 
was the only accurately kept time in the north of Scotland. 

" We need scarcely say that Mr Hoy was quite indifferent to 
fame ; he equally despised riches, never seeking for more than 
might enable him to dispense some charities, and to afford him*- 
self respectable clothes, of which he never had more than two 
suits at a time. When his kind and indulgent patron voluntarily 
offered him an addition to his- sixty-pound salary, he replied, 
' Keep it to yoursel', my lord duke, Tm no needin' mair ; ye h%e 
as muckle need o^t as I hae.* When Bums was at Gordon castle 
be was particularly delighted with Hoy's blunt manner, and per- 
haps the circumstance of his being a native of the Borders gave 
him an additional value in the Poet*s estimation. Mr Hoy left 
orders in his will that his remains should be interred in the 
churchyard of the cathedral * near his auld frien' Mr Duncan,' 
the Seceder minister, to whom he had listened so many years of 
his life, in defiance of the wind, rain, snow, or sunshine that may 
have vainly assailed him during his hebdomadal rides to Elgin. 

'* The old librarian followed his noble master to the grave, after 
the interval of a few short months, and we cannot take our leave 
of him better than in the well-known words of the immortal 
dramatist: — 

** O good old man 1 how well in thee appears 
The constant service of the antique world. 
When service sweat for dutv, not for meed ! M. 

4 E 
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grateful thanks : my return I intended should have been 
one or two poetic bagatelles which the world have not seen, 
or, perhaps, for obvious reasons, cannot see. These I shall 
send you before I leave Edinburgh. They may make you 
laugh a little, which, on the whole, is no bad way of spend* 
ing one*s precious hours and still more precious breath : at 
any rate, they will be, though a small, yet a very sincere 
mark of my respectful esteem for a gentleman whose farther 
acquaintance I should look upon as a peculiar obligation. . 

The duke^s song, independent totally of his dukeship, 
charms me. There is I know not what of wild happiness 
of thought and expression peculiarly beautiful in the old 
Scottish song style, of which his Grace, old venerable Skin- 
ner, the author of ' Tullochgorum,' &c. , and the late Ross, 
at Lochlee, of true Scottish poetic memory, are the only 
modem instances that I recollect, since Ramsay with his 
contemporaries, and poor Bob Fergusson went to the world 
of deathless existence and truly immortal song. The mob 
of mankind, that many-headed beast, would laugh at so 
serious a speech about an old song ; but, as Job says, *' O 
that mine adversary had written a book I' Those who think 
that composing a Scotch song is a trifling business — let 
them try. 

I wish my Lord Duke would pay a proper attention to 
the Christian admonition — '* Hide not your candle under a 
bushel,^ but '* Let your light shine before men." I could 
name half a dozen dukes that I guess are a devilish deal 
worse employed ; nay, I question if there are half a dozen 
better : perhaps there are not half that scanty number whom 
Heaven has &voured with the tuneful, happy, and, I will 
say, glorious gift. 

I am, dear Sir, 
Your obliged humble servant, 

R. B. 
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No. LXXIX. 

TO ROBERT AINSLIE, ESQ., EDINBURGH. 

Edinburgh, Sunday Morning, Nov, 2d» 1787. 

I BEG, my dear Sir, you would Dot make any appointmeDt. 
to take us to Mr Aioslie's to-Dight» On lookiog over my 
engagements, constitution, present state of my health, some 
little vexatious soul concerns, &c., I find I can't sup abroad 
to-night I shall be in to-day till one o'clock if you have a 
leisure hour. 

You will think it romantic when I tell you, that I find 
the idea of your friendship almost necessary to my existence. 
You assume a proper length of face in my bitter hours of 
blue-devilism, apd you laugh fully up to my highest wishes, 
at my good things. — I don't know upon the whole, if you, 
are one of the first fellows in God's world, but ypu are so 
to me. I tell you this just now in the conviction thatsome> 
inequalities in my temper and manner may perhaps some-> 
times make you suspect that I am not so warmly as I ought 
to be your friend. 

R.. B. 



No. LXXX. 

TO THE EARL OF GLENCAIRN. 

Edinburgh, 1787. 
Mt Lord, 
I know your lordship will disapprove of my ideas in a 
request I am going to make to you ; but I have weighed, 
long and seriously weighed, my situation, my hopes, and 
turn of mind, and am fully fixed to my scheme, if I can pos- 
sibly effectuate it. I wish to get into the Excise : I am 
told that your lordship's interest will easily procure me tlie 

e2 
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grant from the commissioners ; and your lordship s patron- 
age and goodness, which have already rescued me from ob- 
scurity, wretchedness, and exjle, embolden me to ask that 
interest. You have likewise put it in my power to save 
the little tie of home that sheltered an aged mother, two 
brothers, and three sisters from destruction. There, my 
lord, you have bound me over to the highest gratitude. 

My brother's farm is but a wretched lease, but I think he 
will probably weather out the remaining seven years of it; 
and after the assistance which I have given, and will give 
him, to keep the &mily together, I think, by my guess, I 
shall have rather better than two hundred pounds, and in- 
stea'd of seeking, what is almost impossible at present to 
find, a farm that I can certainly live by, with so small a 
stock, I shall lodge this sum in a banking-house, a sacred 
deposit, excepting only the calls of uncommon distress or 
necessitous old age. 

These, my lord, are my views : I have resolved from the 
maturest deliberation ; and now I am fixed, I shall les^ve 
no stone unturned to carry my resolve into execution. 
Your lordship's patronage is the strength of my hopes ; nor 
have I yet applied to any body else. Indeed my heart 
sinks within me at the jdea of applying to any other of the 
great who have honoured me with their countenance. I 
am ill-qualified to dog the heels of greatness with the im- 
pertinence of solicitation, and tremble nearly as much at 
the thought of the cold promise as the cold denial ; but to 
your lordship I have not only the honour, the comfort, but 
the pleasure of being 

Your lordsliip's much obliged 

And deeply indebted humble servant. 
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No. LXXXI. 
TO JAMES DALRYMPLE, ESQ., 

orangefieu). 

Edinburgh, 1787. 
Dear Sir, 

I SUPPOSE the devil is so elated with his success with you, 
that he is determined by a coup de main to complete his 
purposes on you all at once, in making you a poet. I broke 
open the letter you sent me ; hummed over the rhymes ; 
and, as I saw they were extempore, said to myself, they 
were very well ; but when I saw at the bottom a name that 
I shall ever value with grateful respect, ^*^ I gapit wide, but 
uaething spak." I was nearly as much struck as the friends 
of Job, of affliction-bearing memory,' when they sat down 
with him seven days and seven nights, and spake not a 
word. 

I am naturally of a superstitious cast, and as soon as my 
wonder-scared imagination regained its consciousness, and 
resumed its functions, I cast about what this mania of yours 
might portend. My foreboding ideas had the wide stretch 
of possibility ; and several events, great in their magnitude, 
and important in their consequences, occurred to my fancy. 
Ttie downfall of the conclave, or the crushing of the Gork 
rumps ; a ducal coronet to Lord George Gordon, and the 
protestant interest ; or St Peter's keys to * * * * *. 

You want to know how I come on. I am just in statu 
quo, or, not to insult a gentleman with my Latin, in *' auid 
use and wont'* The noble Earl of Glencairn took me by 
the hand to-day, and interested himself in my concerns, 
■with a goodness like that benevolent Being whose image he 
so richly bears. He is a stronger proof of the immortality 
of the soul than any that philosophy ever produced. A 
mind like his can never die. Let the worshipful squire 
H. L., or the reverend Mass J. M. go into their primitive 

• e3 
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nothing. At best, they are but ill-digested lumps of chaos, 
only one of them strongly tinged with bituminous particles 
and sulphureous effluvia. But my noble patron, eternal as 
the heroic swell of magnanimity, and the generous throb of 
benevolence, shall look on with princely eye at " the war of 
elements, the wreck of matter, and the crush of worlds." 

R. B. 



No. LXXXII. 
TO MISS M N. 

Saturday Noon^ No, % St Jamu^g Square^ 
NEW TOWN, EDINBURGH. 

Here have I sat, my dear Madam» in the stony altitude 
of perplexed study for fifteen vexatious minutes, my head 
askew, bending over the intended card ; my fixed eye in- 
sensible to the very light pf day poured around ; my pen- 
dulous goose-feather, loaded with ink, hanging over the 
future letter, all for the important purpose of writing a 
complimentary card to accompany your trinket. 

Compliment is such a miserable Greenland expression, 
lies at such a chilly polar distance from the torrid zone of 
my constitution, that I cannot for the very soul of me, use 
it to any person for whom I have the twentieth part of the 
esteem every one must have for you who knows you. 

As I leave town in three or four days, I can give myself 
the pleasure of calling on you only for a minute. Tuesday 
evening, some time about seven or after, I shall wait on you 
for your farewell commands. 

Tiie hinge of your box I put into the hands of the pro- 
per connoisseur. The broken glass, likewise, went under 
review ; but deliberative wisdom thought it would too much 
endanger the whole fabric. 
I am, dear Madam, 

With all sincerity of enthusiasm. 

Your very obedient servant,— R. B. 
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No. LXXXIII. 

TO MISS CHALMERS. 

Edinbubgh, Nov, 21, 1787. 

I HAVE one vexatious fault to the kindly welcome, well- 
filled sheet which I owe to your and Charlotte's goodness 
— it contains too much sense, sentiment, and good-spelling. 
It is impossible that even you two, whom I declare to my 
God I will give credit for any degree of .excellence the sex 
are capable of attaining, it is impossible you can go on to 
correspond at that rate ; so, like those who, Shenstone says, 
retire because they have made a good speech, I shall, after 
a few letters, hear no more of you. I insist that you shall 
write whatever comes first : what you see, what you read, 
what you hear, what you admire, what you dislike, trifles, 
bagatelles, nonsense ; or to fill up a corner, e'en put down 
a laugh at full length. Now none of your polite hints 
about flattery ; I leave that to your lovers, if you have or 
shall have any ; though, thank' heaven, I have found at last 
two girls who can be luxuriantly happy in their own minds 
knd with one another, without that commonly necessary 
appendage to female bliss — ^a lover. 

Charlotte and you are just two favourite resting-places 
for my soul in her wanderings through the weary, thorny 
wilderness of this world. God knows, I am ill-fitted for 
the struggle : I glory in being a Poet, and I want to be 
thought a wise man — I would fondly be generous, and I 
wish to be rich. After all, I am afraid I am a lost sub- 
ject. " Some folk hae a hantle o* fauts, and Fm but a ne'er- 
do-weeL" 

JLftemoon, — To close the melancholy reflections at the 
end of last sheet, I shall just add a piece of devotion, com- 
monly known in Carrick by the title of the *' Wabster's 
grace :" — 
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" Some say we're thieves, and e*en sae are we. 
Some say we lie^ and e'en sae do we ! 
Gude forgie us, and I hope sae will he ! 
—Up and to your looms, lads," 



R. B. 



No. LXXXIV. 

TO THE SAME. 

Edinburgh, Bee. 12, 1787. 

I AM here under the care of a surgeon, with a bruised 
limb extended on a cushion ; and the tints of my mind 
vying with the livid horror preceding a midnight thunder- 
storm. A drunken coachman was the cause of the first, 
and incomparably the lightest evil; misfortune, bodily 
Constitution, hell, and myself have formed a " quadruple 
alliance'* to guarantee the other. I got my fall on Satur- 
day, and am getting slowly better. 

I have taken tooth and nail to the Bible, and am got 
through the five books of Moses, and half way in Joshua. 
It is really a glorious book. I sent for my book-binder to- 
day, and ordered him to get me an octavo Bible in sheets, 
the best paper and print in town ; and bind it with all the 
elegance of his craft. 

1 would give my best song to my worst enemy — I mean 
the merit of making it — to have you and Charlotte by me. 
You are angelic creatures, and would pour oil and wine 
into my wounded spirit. 

I inclose you a proof copy of the * Banks of the Devon,' 
which present with my best wishes to Charlotte. The 
• Ochil-hills' you shall probably have next week for 
yourself. None of your fine speeches ! 

R. B* 
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No. LXXXV. 

TO THE SAME. 

Edinburgh, I9th Dec, 1787. 

I BEGIN this letter in answer to yours of the 17th current, 
which is not yet cold since I read it. Ttie atmosphere 
of my soul is vastly clearer than when I wrote you last^ 
For the first time, yesterday I crossed the room on crutches. 
It would do your heart good to see my hardship, not on 
my poetic, but on my oaken stilts ; throwing my best leg 
with an air I and with as much hilarity in my gait and 
countenance, as a May frog leaping across the newly har- 
rowed ridge, enjoying the fragrance of the refreshed earth, 
afler the long expected shower ! 

I can't say I am altogether at my ease when I see any 
where in my path that meagre, squalid, famine-faced spec- 
tre, poverty ; attended as he always is, by iron fisted op- 
pression, and leering contempt ; but I have sturdily with- 
stood his buffetiugs many a hard-laboured day already, and 
still my motto is— I darb ! My worst enemy is mot meme, 
I lie so miserably open to the inroads and incursions of a 
mischievous, light-armed, well-mounted banditti, under the 
banners of imagination, whim, caprice, and passion ; and 
the heavy-armed veteran regulars of wisdom, prudence, and 
forethought move so very, very slow, that I am almost in a 
state of perpetual warfare, and, alas! frequent defeat. 
There are just two creatures I would envy, a horse in his 
wild state traversing the forests of Asia, or an oyster on 
some of the desert shores of Europe. The one has not a 
wish without enjoyment, the other has neither wish nor 

fear. 

R. B. 
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J^Io. LXXXVL 

TO SIR JOHN WHITEFOORD. 

Edinburgh, December, 1787. 
Sir, 
Mr Mackenzie, in Mauchline, my very warm and wor- 
thy friend, has informed me how much you are pleased to 
interest yourself in my fate as a man, and (what to me is 
incomparably dearer) my fame as a poet. I have. Sir, in 
one or two instances, been patronized by those of your 
character in life, whon I was Introduced to their notice by 
• • • • « friends to them, and honoured acquaintances to 
me; but you are the first gentleman in the country whose 
benevolence and goodness pf heart has interested himself 
for me, unsolicited and unknown. I am not master enough 
of the etiquette of these matters to know, nor did I stay to 
inquire, whether formal duty bade, or cold propriety dis^ 
allowed, my thanking you in this manner, as I am convinc-> 
ed, from the light in which you kindly view me, that you. 
will do me the justice to believe this letter is not the man* 
ceuvre of the needy, sharping author, fastening on those in 
upper life, who honour him with a little notice of him or 
bis works. Indeed, the situation of poets is generally such, 
to a proverb, as may, in some measure, palliate that prosti- 
tution of heart and talents they have at times been guilty, 
of. I do not think prodigality is, by any means, a necessary 
concomitant of a poetic turn, but I believe a careless, in- 
dolent attention to economy, is almost inseparable from it ; 
then there must be in the lieart of every bard of Nature's 
making, a certain modest sensibility, mixed with a kind of 
pride, that will ever keep him out of the way of those wind- 
falls of fortune which frequently light on hardy impudence 
and foot-licking servility. It is not easy to imagine a more 
helpless state than his whose poetic fancy unfits him for the 
world, and whose character as a scholar gives him some pre- 
tentions to the politesse of life — ^yet is as poor as I am. 
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- For my part, I thank Heaven my star lias been kinder { 
learning never elevated my ideas above the peasant's shed, 
and I have an independent fortune at the plough-tail. 

I was surprised to hear that any one who pretended in 
the least to the manners of the gentleman, should be so fool- 
ish, or worse, as to stoop to traduce the morals of such a 
one as I am, and so unhumanly cruel, too, as to meddle 
with that late most unfortunate, unhappy part of my story. 
\?ith a tear of gratitude, I thank you. Sir, for the warmth, 
with which you interposed in behalf of my conduct. I am, 
I acknowledge, too frequently the sport of whim, caprice, 
and passion, but reverence to God, and integrity to my feU 
low-creatures, I hope I shall ever preserve. I have no re- 
turn. Sir, to make you for your goodness but one — a return 
which, I am persuaded, will not be unacceptable — the hon- 
est, warm wbhes of a grateful heart for your happiness, 
and every one of that lovely flock, who stand to you in a 
filial relation. If ever calumny aim the poisoned shafl at 
them, may friendship be by to ward the blow ! 

R. B. 



No. LXXXVII. 
TO MISS WILLIAMS, 

ON READING THE POEM OF THE SLAVE TRADE. 

Edinburgh, Dec. 1787. 

I KNOW very little of scientific criticism, so all I can pre- 
tend to in that intricate art is merely to note, as I read along, 
what passages strike me as being uncommonly beautiful, 
and where the expression seems to be perplexed or faulty. 

The poem opens finely. There are none of these idle 
prefatory lines which one may skip over before one comes to 
the subject Verses 9th and 10th in particular, 

" Where ocean's unseen bound 
Leaves a drear world of waters round,'* 
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are truly beautiful. The simile of the hurricane is like- 
wise fine ; and, indeed, beautiful as the poem is, almost all 
the similes rise decidedly above it. From verse 3 1st to 
verse 50th is a pretty eulogy on Britain. Verse d6th, " That 
foul drama deep with wrong," is nobly expressive. Verse 
46th, I am afraid, is rather unworthy of the rest ; " to dare 
to feel" is an idea that I do not altogether like. The con- 
trast of valour and mercy, from the 46th verse to the 50th, 
is admirable. 

Either my apprehension is dull, or there is something a 
little confused in the apostrophe to Mr Pitt. Verse 55th 
is the antecedent to verses 57th and 58tb^ but in verse 58th 
the connection seems ungrammatical :-— 

"Powers* • # • • 

« » • « » « 

With no gradations marked their flight, 
But rose at once to glory's height.'* 

Ris'n should be the word instead of rose. Try it in prose 
iPowers, — ^their flight marked by no gradations, but [the 
same powers] risen at once to the height of glory. Like- 
wise, verse 53d, " For this," is evidently meant to lead on 
the sense of the verses 59th, 60th, 61st, and 62d : but let 
us try how tlie thread of connection runs, — 
"For this* • • » 

The deeds of mercy, that embrace 
A distant sphere, an alien race, 
Shall virtue's lips record, and claim 
The fairest honours of thy name." 

I beg pardon if I misapprehend the matter, but this ap- 
pears to me the only imperfect passage in the poem. The 
comparison of the sun-beam is fine. 

The compliment to the Duke of Richmond is, I hope, 
as just as it is certainly elegant. The thought, 

" Virtue • « • • • 

• • ft * • * 

Sends from her unsullied source, 

The gems of thought their purest force,*' 

is exceeding beautiful. The idea, from verse 81st to the 
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85th, that the " blest decree" is like the beams of morning 
ushering in the glorious day of liberty, ought not to pass un- 
noticed or unapplauded. From verse 85th to yerse 106th, 
IS an animated contrast between the unfeeling selfishness of 
the oppressor on the one band, and the misery of the cap- 
tive on the other. Verse 88th might perhaps be amended 
thus : " Nor ever quit her narrow maze," We are said to 
pass a bound, but we quit a maze. Verse 100th is ex- 
quisitely beautiful : — 

" They, whom wasted blessings tire.** 

Verse 1 10th is I doubt a clashing of metaphors ; *' to load 
a span*' is, I am afraid, an unwarrantable expression. In 
verse 1 14th, " Cast the universe in shade," is a fine idea. 
From the 115th verse to the 142d is a striking description 
of the wrongs of the poor African. Verse 120th, " The 
load of unremitted pain," is a remarkable. Strong expres- 
sion. The address to the advocates for abolishing the slave- 
trade, from verse 143d to verse 208th is animated with the 
true life of genius. The picture of oppression, — 

*' While she liok^ her iiApioiu chttioj 
Add csLlculates the price of pain ; 
Weighs agony in sordid scales, 
And marks if death or life prevails,'* — 

is nobly executed. 

What a tender idea is in verse 180th ! Indeed that whole 
description of home may vie with Thomsdn's descriptiod of 
home, somev^here in. the begintiing of his Autumn* I do 
not remember to have seen si stronger expression of miseiy 
than is contained in these verses : — 

" Ck>ndemned, severe extreme, tb live 
When all is fled that life can give.*' 

The comparison of our distant joys to distant objects is 
equally original and striking. 

The character and manners of the dealer in the infernal 

traffic is a well done though a horrid picture^ I am not 

sure how far introducing the sailor was right ; for though the 

sailor's common characteristic is gett^rosity, yet, in this case, 

4 F 



62 WORKS OP BURNS. 

he is certainly Dot only an unconcerned witness, but, in some 
degree, an efficient agent in the business. Verse 224th is a 
nervous . . • . expressive — ** The heart convulsive anguish 
breaks." The description of the captive wretch when he ar- 
rives in the West Indies, is carried on with equal spirit. 
The thought that the oppressor*s sorrow on seeing the slave 
pine, is like the butcher's regret when his destined lamb 
dies a natural death, is exceedingly fine. 

I am got so much into the cant of criticism, that I begin 
to be afraid lest I have nothing except the cant of it ; and 
instead of elucidating my author, am only benighting my- 
self. For this reason, I will not pretend to go through the 
whole poem. Some few remaining beautiful lines, how- 
ever, I cannot pass over. Verse 280th is the strongest de- 
scription of selfishness I ever saw. The comparison in 
verses 285th and 286th is new and fine ; and the line, 
• Your arms to penury you lend,** is excellent. 
. In verse 3 i7th, " like" should certainly be " as" or " so ;* 
for instance — 

" His sway the hardened bosom leads 
To cruelty's remorseless deeds : 
As (or, so) the blue lightniDg when it springs 
With fury on its livid wings, 
Darts on the goal with rapid force. 
Nor heeds that ruin marks its course.*^ 

If you insert the word ** like" where I have placed *' as,' 
you must alter " darts" to " darting," and " heeds** to 
*' heeding/* in order to make it grammar. A tempest is a 
favourite subject with the poets, but I do not remember 
anything even in Thomson's Winter, superior to your verses 
from the d47th to the 35 1st. Indeed, the last simile, be- 
ginning with " Fancy may dress," &c., and ending with the 
d50th verse, is, in my opinion, the most beautiful passage 
in the poem ; it would do honour to the greatest names 
that ever graced our profession. 

I will not beg your pardon^ Madam, for these strictures, 
.as my conscience tells me, that for once in my life I have 
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acted up to the duties of a Christian, in doing as I would 
be done by. 

It. B. 



No. LXXXVIII. 

TO MR BICHARD BROWN, IRVINE. 

Edinbuegh, SO^A Dec. 1787. 
Mt dear Sir, 

' I HAVE met with few things in life which have given me 
more pleasure than Fortune's kindness to you since those 
days in which we met in the vale of misery ; as I can 
honestly say, that I never knew a man who more truly de- 
served it, or to whom my heart more truly wished iL I have 
been much indebted since that time to your story and sen- 
timents for steeling my mind against evils, of which I have 
bad a pretty decent share. My will-o'-wisp fate you know : 
Jo you recollect a Sunday we spent together in Eglinton 
woods ? You told me, on my repeating some verses to you, 
that you wondered I could resist the temptation of sending 
verses of such merit to a magazine. It was from this re* 
mark I derived that idea of my own pieces, which encour- 
aged me to endeavour at the character of a poet I am 
happy to hear that you will be two or three months at 
home. As soon as a bruised limb will permit me I shall 
return to Ayrshire, and we shall meet ; " and faith, I hope 
we'll not sit dumb, nor yet cast out !" 

I have much to tell you ** of men, their manners, and 
their ways," perhaps a little of the other sex. Apropos, 
I beg to be remembered to Mrs Brown. There I doubt 
not, my dear friend, but you have found substantial happi- 
ness. I expect to find you something of an altered but not 
a different man ; the wild, bold, generous young fellow 
composed into the steady affectionate husband, and the 
fond careful parent. For me I am just the same will-o - 

f 2 
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visp being I used to be. About the first and fourth quar* 
ters of the moon, I generally set in for the trade wind Ot 
wisdom ; but about the full and change, I am the luckless 
victim of mad tornadoes, which blow me into chaos. Al- 
mighty love still reigns and revels in my bosom ; and I am at 
this moment ready to hang myself for a young Edinburgh 
widow, who has wit and wisdom more murderously fatal 
than the assassinating stiletto of the Sicilian banditti, or 
the poisoned arrow of the savage African. My highland 
dirk, that used to hang beside my crutches, I have gravely 
removed into a neighbouring closet, th^ key of which I 
cannot commapd in case of spring-tide paroxysms. You 
may guess of her wit by the following verses^ which she 
^ent me the other day : — 

** Talk not of love^ it gives me pain, 
For love has been my foe ; 
He bound me with an iron chain. 
And plunged me deep in woe ! 

<< But friendship's pure and lasting joys, 
My heart was formed to prove, — 
There welcome vrin and wear the prize, 
But never talk of love 1 

** Your friendship much can make \ae blest — 
O why that bliss destroy ? 
Why urge the odious one request, 
Yqu know I must deny? " 

My best compliments to our friend Allan. Adieu I 

R. B. 



No. LXXXIX. 

TO GAVIN HAMILTON. 

Edinburgh, Dec, 1787. 
My dear Sir, 

It is indeed witli the highest pleasure that I congratulate 

you on the return of days of ease and nights of pleasure. 



^^^mm^ymm^^^tm 
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after the horrid hours of misery in which I saw you suffer- 
ing existence when last in Ayrshire ; I seldom pray for 
anybody, ** I'm baith dead-sweer and wretched ill o't ;** but 
most fervently do I beseech the Power that directs the 
world, that you may live long and be happy, but live no 
longer than you are happy. It is needless forme to advise 
you to have a reverend care of your health. I know you 
will make it a point never at one time to drink more than 
a pint of wine (I mean an English pint), and that you will 
never be witness to more than one bowl of punch at a time, 
and that cold drams you will never more taste ; and, above 
all things, I am convinced, that after drinking perhaps boil- 
ing punch, you will never mount your horse and gallop 
home in a chill late hour. Above all things, as I under- 
stand you are in the habits of intimacy with that Boanerges 
of gospel powers. Father Auld, be earnest with him that he 
will wrestle in prayer for you, that you may see the vanity 
of vanities in trusting to, or even practising the casual moral 
works of charity, humanity, generosity, and forgiveness of 
things, which you practised so flagrantly that it was evident 
you delighted in them, neglecting, or perhaps profanely 
despising, the wholesome doctrine of faith without works, 
the only anchor of salvation. A hymn of thanksgiving 
would, in my opinion, be highly becoming from you at 
present, and in my zeal for your well-being, I earnestly 
press on you to be diligent in chaunting over the two in- 
closed pieces of sacred poesy. My best compliments to 
Mrs Hamilton and Miss Kennedy. 

Yours, &C. 

IL6 
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No. XC. 

TO MISS CHALMERS. 

Edinburgh, Dec, 1787. 
My dear Madam, 
I JUST now have read yours. The poetic compliments 
I pay cannot be misunderstood. They are neither of 
them so particular as to point you out to the world at 
large ; and the circle of your acquaintances will allow all . 
I have said. Besides, I have complimented you chiefly, 
almost solely, on your mental charms. Shall X be plain . 
with you? I will; so look to it Personal attractions,, 
madam, you have much above par; wit, understanding, 
and worth, you possess in the first class. This i^ a cursed 
fiat way of telling you these truths, but )et me hear no 
more of your sheepish timidity. I know the world a little* 
I know what they will say of my poems; by second sight 
I suppose ; for I am seldom out in my conjectures ; and 
you may believe me, my dear madam, I would not run any 
risk of hurting you by any ill-judged compliment, I wish 
to show to the world the odds between a poet's friends and 
those of simple prosemen. More for your information, 
both the pieces go in. One of them, ' Where braving 
angry wmter's storms,- is already set — the tune is Nell 
Gow's Lamentation for Ahercaimy : the other is to be set 
to an old Highland air in Daniel Dow^s collection of an- 
cient Scots music ; the name is ' Ha a Chaillich air mo 
Dheith* My treacherous memory has forgot every cir- 
cumstance about Les Incas, only I think you mentioned 
them as being in Creech's possession. I shall ask him 
about it. I am afraid the song of ' Somebody' will come 
too late — ^as I shall, for certain, leave town in a week for 
Ayrshire, and from that to Dumfries, but there my hopes 
are slender. I leave my direction in town, so any thing, 
wherever I am, will reach me. 
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I saw yours to ; it is not too severe, nor did he 

take it amiss. On the contrary, like a whipt spaniel, he 
talks of being with you in the Christmas days. Mr . 

has given him the invitation, and he is determined to ac 
cept of it, O selfishness I he owns, in his sober moments, 
tliat from bis own volatility of inclination, the circum- 
stances in which he is situated, and his knowledge of his 
fiither's disposition, the whole affair is chimerical, — ^yet 
he will gratify an idle penchant at the enormous, cruel ex- 
pense, of perhaps ruining the peace of the very woman for 
whom be professes the generous passion of love I He is a 
gentleman in his mind and manners — tant pis ! He is a 
volatile school-boy — the heir of a man*s fortune who well 
knows the value of two times two I 

Perdition seize them and their fortunes, before they 

should make the amiable, the lovely y the derided 

object of their purse>proud contempt I 

I am doubly happy to hear of Mrs ^'s recovery, be- 
cause I really thought all was over with her. There are 
days of pleasure yet awaiting her : — 

'< Aa I came in by Glenap, 
I met with an aged woman ; 
8be bade me cheer up my heart. 
For the best o' my days was comin*.*' 

This day will decide my affairs with Creech. Things 
are, like myself, not what they ought to be; yet better 
tlian what they appear to be. 

*^ Heaven's Sovereign saves all beings but himself— 
That hideous sight— a naked human heart" 

Farewell ! remember me to Charlotte. 

R.B. 
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No. XCI. 
TO MRS DUNLOP. 

Edinburgh, January 21 > ) 788. 

After six weeks' confinement, I am beginning to walk 
across the room. They have been six horrible weeks; 
anguish and low spirits made me unfit to read,' write, or 
think. 

I have a hundred times wished that one could resign life 
as an officer resigns a commission : for I would not take in 
any poor, ignorant wretch, by selling out. Lately I was a 
sixpenny private; and, God knows, a miserable soldier 
enough ; now I march to the campaign, a starving cadet : ' 
a little more conspicuously wretched. 

I am ashamed of all this ; for though I do want bravery 
for the warfare of life. I could wish, like some other sol- 
diers, to have as much fortitude or cunning as to dissemble 
or conceal my cowardice. 

As soon as I can bear the journey, which will be, I sup- 
pose, about tlie middle of next week, I leave Edinburgh ; 
and soon after I shall pay my grateful duty at Dunlop- 
House. 

R. B.* 



No. XCII. 

TO THE SAME. 

Edinburgh, February 12, 1788. 
Some things in your late letters hurt me : not that you 
say thenit but that you mistake me. Religion, my hon- 
oured Madam, has not only been all my life my chief de- 

* " This is one of the best amongst a whole series of eloquent 
hypochondriasm. '* — Jeffrey, 
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pendance but my dearest etyojrmeiit. I have, indeed* been 
the luck]e9S victim of wayward follies; but, alas! I have 
ever b^eq ''more fool tbaa knave." A mathematician 
without religion is a probable character; an irreligious 
poet is a monster. 

R. B. 



No. xcm. 

TO THE REV. JOHN SKINNER. 

Edinbubgh, 14M FdfnuuTjf, 1788. 
Revebbnd and dear Sib, 

I HAVE been a cripple now near three months, though I 
am getting vastly better, and have been very much hurried 
beside, or else I would have wrote you sooner. I must 
beg your pardon for the epistle you sent me appearing in 
the Magazine. I had ^iven a copy or two to some of my 
intimate friends, but did pot know of the printing of it till 
the publication of the Magazine. However, as it does 
great honour to us both, you will forgive it. 

The second volume of the songs I mentioned to you in 
my last is published to-day. I send you a co^^, which I 
beg you will accept as a mark of the veneration I have long 
had, and shall ever have, for your character, and of the 
claim I make to your contiqued acquaintance. Your songs 
appear in the third volume, with your name in the index ; 
as I assure you. Sir, I have heard your ' Tullochgorum/ 
particularly among our west-countiy folks, given to many 
different names, and most commonly to the immortal au- 
tiior of • The Minstrel,' who, indeed, never wrote any thing 
superior to ' Gie's a sang, Montgomery cried." Your bro^ 
ther has promised me your verses to the Marquis of Hunt- 
lefs reel, which certainly deserve a place in the collection. 
My kind host, Mr Cruikshank, of the bigh-«K:hool here, 
and said to be one of the best Latins in this age, begs me 
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to make you his grateful acknowledgments for the enter- 
tainment he has got in a Latin publication of yours, that I 
borrowed for him from your acquaintance and much re- 
spected friend in this place, the Reverend Dr Webster. 
Mr Cruikshank maintains that you write the best Latin 
since Buchanan. I leave Edinburgh to-morrow, but shall 
return in three weeks. Your song you mentioned in your 
last, to the tune of ' Dumbarton Drums,' and the other, 
which you say was done by a brother in trade of mine, a 
ploughman, I shall thank you for a copy of each. I am 
ever, Reverend Sir, with the most respectful esteem and 
sincere veneration, yours, 

R. B.* 



* The letter from the Rev. John Skinner, to which the above 
is a reply, supplying some information about Scottish song, we 
subjoin : — 

LiNSHBART, lith November, 1787. 
<* Sir, — Your kind return without date, but of post-mark 
October 25th, came to my hand only this day ; and, to testify 
my punctuality to my poetic engagement, I sit down immediately 
to answer it in kind. Your acknowledgment of my poor but 
just encomiums on your surprising genius, and your opinion of my 
rhyming excursions, are both, I think, by far too high. The 
difference between our two tracks of education and ways of life 
is entirely in your favour, and gives yon the preference every 
manner of way. I know a classical education will not create a 
versifying taste, but it mightily improves and assists it; and 
though, where both these meet, there may sometimes be ground 
for approbation, yet where taste appears single, as it were, and 
neither cramped nor supported by acquisition, I will always sus- 
tain the justice of its prior claim to applause. A small portion 
of taste, this way, I have had almost from childhood, especially 
in the old Scottish dialect : and it is as old a thing as I remem- 
ber^ my fondness for * Christ^irk o* the Green,' which I had by 
heart ere I was twelve years of age, and which, some years ago^ 
I attempted to turn into Latin verse. While I was young, I 
dabbled a good deal in these things ; but, on getting the blaek 
gown, I gave it pretty mueh over, till my daughters grew up^ 
who, being all good singers, plagued me for words to some of 
I their favourite tunes, and so extorted these effusions, which have 
made -a public appearance beyond my expectations, and contrary 
to my intentions, at the same time that I hope there is nothing 
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No. XCIV. 

TO RICHARD BROWN. 

Edinburgh, Febrtuiry Ibth, 1788. 
Mt DEiui Friend, 
I RECEiYED yours with the greatest pleasure. I shall ar- 
rive at Glasgow on Monday evening ; and beg, if possible, 
you will meet me on Tuesday. I shall wait you Tuesday all 

to be found in them uncharacteristic, or unbecoming the doth, 
which I would always wish to see respected. 

** As to the assistance you propose from me in the undertaking 
you are engaged in,* I am sorry I cannot give it so far as I could 
wish, and you perhaps expect. My daughters, who were my only 
intelligencers, are all fcrit'favvUatey and the old woman their 
mother has lost that taste. There ar^ two from my own pen, 
which I might give you, if worth the while. One ta the old 
Scotch tune of < Dumbarton*s Drums.' 

" The other, perhaps, you have met with, as your noble friend 
the duchess has, I am told, heard of it. It was squeezed out of 
me by a brother parson in her neighbourhood, to accommodate a 
new Highland reel for the marquises birth-day, to the stansa. of 

' Tune your fiddles, tune them sweetly,' &c. 

'< If this last answer your purpose^ you may have it from a bro- 
ther of mine, Mr James Skinner^ writer, in Edinburgh, who, I 
l>elieTe, can give the music too. 

" There is another humorous thing, I have heard said to be done 
by the catholic priest Geddes, and which hit my taste much : 

' There was a wee wifeikie, was coming frae the fair, 
Had gotten a little drapikie, which bred her meikle care, 
It took upo' the wifie's heart, and she began to spew. 
And CO* the wee wifeikie, I wish I binna fou, 

I wish,' &c. &C. 

" I have beard of another new compoution, by a young plough- 
man of my acquaintance, that I am vastly pleased with, to the 
tone of * The humours of Glen,' which I fear won't do, as the 
music, I am told, is of Irish original. I have mentioned these. 



* A plan of publishing a complete collection of Scottish 
songs. Sec. 
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day. I shall be found at Davies, Black Bull inn. I am 
hurried, as if hunted by fifty devils, else I should go to 
Greenock ; but if you cannot possibly come, write me, if 
possible, to Glasgow, 6n Monday ; or direct to me at 
Mossgiel by Mauchline; and name a day and place in 
Ayrshire, within a fortnigiht from this date, where I may 
meet you. I only stay a fortnight in Ayrshire, and return 
to Edinburgh. I am ever, my dearest friend, yours, 

R. B.* 

such as they are, to show my readiness to oblige you, and to con* 
.tHbUte thy mite, if I could, to the patriotic i^ork you have iti 
hand, and which I wish all success tow You have only to notify 
youir tnind, and what you want of the above shall be sent you. 

*' Meantime, while you are thus publicly, I may say, employed, 
do not sheath your own proper and piercing weapon. From what 
I htiye seen of youlrs already, I am inclined to hope for much 
good. One lessou of virtue and morality, delivered in your 
atnudng btyle, and from such as you, will operate more than 
dozens would do from such as me, who shall be told it is our 
employment, and be never more minded : whereas, from a pen 
like yours, as being one of the many, what comes will be ad- 
mired. Admiration will produce regard, and regard will leavb 
an impression, especially when example goes along. 

'< Now binna saying Fm ill bred, 
Else, by my troth, Til no be glad ; 
For cadgers, ye have heard it said. 

And sic like fry. 
Maun aye be harland in their trade. 
And sae maun I. 

** Wishing you, from my poet-pen, all success ; and, in my other 
character, dl happiness and heavenly direction, 

** I remain, with esteem, 
" Your sincere friend, 

'* John Skinner.'' 
f 
* '< The letters to Richard Brown, written at a period when 
the Poet Was in the flill blaze of reputation, showed thai he was at 
no time so dazzled with success as to foi^et the friends who had 
anticipated the public by discovering his merit."— fFialier, 
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No. XCV. 

TO MRS ROSE, OF KILRAVOCK. 

Edinburgh, February llth, 1788. 
Madam, 
Yon are much indebted to some indispensable business 
I have had on my hands, otherwise my gratitude threaten- 
ed such a return for your obliging favour as would have 
tired your patience. It but poorly expresses my feelings 
to say, that I am sensible of your kindness : it may be said 
of hearts such as yours is, and such, I hope, mine is, much 
more justly than Addison applies it, — 

" Some souls by instinct to each other turn." 

There was something in my reception at Kilravock so 
different from the cold, obsequious, dancing school bow of 
politeness, that i( almost got into my head that friendship 
had occupied her ground without the intermediate march 
of acquaintance. I wish I could transcribe, or rather trans- 
fuse into language, the glow of my heart when I read your 
letter. My ready &ncy, with colours more mellow than 
life itself, painted the beautifully wild scenery of Kilravock 
— the venerable grandeur of the castle — the spreading 
woods — ^the winding river, gladly leaving his unsightly, 
heathy source, and lingering with apparent delight as he 
passes the fairy walk at the bottom of the garden ; — ^your 
late distressful anxieties — your present enjoyments — ^your 
dear little angel, the pride of your hopes ; — my aged friend, 
venerable in worth and years, whose loyalty and other vir- 
tues will strongly entitle her to the support of the Al- 
mighty Spirit here, and his peculiar favour in a happier 
state of existence. You cannot imagine. Madam, how 
much such feelings delight me ; they are my dearest proofs 
of my own immortality. Should I never revisit the north, 
as probably I never will, nor again see your hospitable 
mansion, were I, some twenty years hence, to see your 
4 G 
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little fellow's uame making a proper figure in a newspaper 
paragraph, my heart would bound with pleasure. 

I am assisting a friend in a collection of Scottish songs, 
set to their proper tunes ; every air worth preserving is to 
be included : among others I have given ' Morag,' and 
some few Highland airs which pleased me most, a dress 
which will be more generally known, though far, far in- 
ferior in real merit. As a small mark of my grateful esteem, 
I beg leave to present you with a copy of the work, as far 
as it is printed ; the Man of Feeling, that first of men, has 
promised to transmit it by the first opportunity. 

I beg to be remembered most respectfully to my vener- 
able friend, and to your little Highland chieftain. When 
you see the " two fair spirits of the hill," at Kildrummie,* 
tell them that I have done myself the honour of setting 
myself down as one of* their admirers for at least twenty 
years to come, consequently they must look upon me as an 
acquaintance for the same period; but, as the Apostle 
Paul says, ** this I ask of grace, not of debt** 

I have the honour to be. Madam, &c. 

R. B. 



No. XCVl. 
TO RICHARD BROWN. 

MOSSGIEL, 24th February f 1788. 
My dear Sir, 

I CANNOT get the proper direction for my friend in 
Jamaica, but the following will do : — To Mr Jo. Hutchin- 
son, at Jo. Brownrigg*s, Esq., care of Mr Benjamin Hen- 
riquez, merchant. Orange-street, Kingston. I arrived here, 
at my brother's, only yesterday, after fighting my way 
through Paisley and Kilmarnock, against those old power- 

• Miss Sophia Brodie, of L , and Miss Rose of Kilravock. 
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ful foes of mine, the devil, the world, and the flesh — so 
terrible in the fields of dissipation. I have met with few 
incidents in my life which gave me so much pleasure as 
meeting you in Glasgow. . There is a time of life beyond 
which we cannot form a tie worth the name of friendship. 
** O youth I enchanting stage, profusely blest." Life is a 
fiury scene : almost all that deserves the name of enjoy* 
men t or pleasure is only a charming delusion ; and in come^ 
repining age, in all the gravity of hoary wisdom, and wretch<* 
edly chases away the bewitching phantom. When I think 
of life» I resolve to keep a strict look-out in the course of 
economy, for the sake of worldly convenience and inde- 
pendence of mind ; to cultivate intimacy with a few of the 
companions of youth, that they may be the friends of age ; 
never to refuse my liquorish humour a handful of the 
sweetmeats of life, when they come not too dear ; and, for 
futurity,— 

'< The preient moment is our ain» 
The ueist we. never saw r' 

How like you my philosophy ? Give my best compIi-» 
roents to Mrs B., and believe me to be. 

My dear Sir, 

Yours most truly, 

R. B» 



No, XCVII. 
TO MR WILLIAM CRUIKSHANK. 

Mauchline, March Zd, 1788. 

My dear Sir, 

Apologies for not writing are frequently like apologies 

for not singing — the apology better than the song. I have 

fought my way severely through the savage hospitality of 

this country, to send every guest drunk to bed if they can. 

I executed your commission in Glasgow, and I hope the 

cocoa came safe. 'Twas the same price and the ^ery same 

g2 



76 WORK8 OF BUANS. 

kind as your former parcel, for the gentleman recollected 
your buying there perfectly well. 

I should return my thanks for your hospitaUty (I 

leave a blank for the epithet, as I know none can do it 
justice) to a poor, wayfaring bard, who was spent and almost 
overpowered fighting with prosaic wickednesses in high 
places ; but I am afraid lest you should bum the letter 
whenever you come to the passage, so I pass over it in 
silence. I am just returned from visiting Mr Miller's fiirm. 
The friend whom I told you I would take with me was 
highly pleased with the &rm ; and as he b,- without ex- 
ception, the most intelligent farmer in the country, he has 
Staggered me a good deal. I have the two plans of life be* 
fore me ; I shall balance them to the best of my judgment ; 
and fix on the most eligible. I have written Mr Miller, 
and shall wait on him when I come to town, which shall 
be the beginning or middle of next week : I would be in 
sooner, but my unlucky knee is rather worse, and I fear for 
some time will scarcely stand the &tigue of my Excise in- 
structions. I only mention these ideas to you ; and, indeed, 
except Mr Ainslie, whom I intend writing to to-morrow; 
I will not write at all to Edinburgh till I return to iL I 
would send my compliments to Mr Nicol, but he would be 
hurt if he knew I wrote to anybody and not to him : so I 
shall only beg my best, kindest, kindest compliments to my 
worthy hostess, and the sweet little rose-bud. 

So soon as I am settled m the routine of life, either as 
an Excise-officer, or as a former, I propose myself great 
pleasure from a regular correspondence with the only man 
almost I ever saw who joined the most attentive prudence 
with the warmest generosity. 

I am much interested for that best of men, Mr Wood ; 
I hope he is in better health and spirits than when I saw 
him last. 

I am ever. 
My dearest friend. 
Your obliged, humble servant, 

R. a 
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No. XCVIIL 
TO ROBERT AINSLIE, ESQ. 

Mauchlime, Qd March, 1788. 
Mr DEAR Friend, 

I AM just returned from Mr Miller's farm. My old 
friend whom I took with me was highly pleased with the 
bargain, and advised me to accept of it. He is the most 
intelligent sensible farmer in the county, and his advice 
has staggered me a good deal. I have the two plans before 
me : I shall endeavour to balance them to the best of my 
judgment, and fix on the most eligible. On the whole, if 
I find Mr Miller in the same favourable disposition as when 
I saw him last^ I shall in all probability turn &rmer. 

I have been through sore tribulation and under much 
t)uffetting of the wicked one since I came to this country. 
Jean I found banished, forlorn, destitute, and friendless ; I 
have reconciled her to her fate, and I have reconciled her 
to her mother. 

I shall be in Edinburgh middle of next week. My 
farming ideas I shall keep private till I see. I got a letter 
from Clarinda yesterday, and she tells me she has got na 
letter of mine but one. Tell her that I wrote to her from 
Glasgow, from Kilmarnock, from Mauchline, and yesterday 
from Cumnock as I returned from Dumfries. Indeed she 
is the only person in Edinburgh I have written to till this 
day. How are your soul and body putting up ? — a little 
like man and wife I suppose. 

R. B. 



c3 
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No. XCIX. 

TO RICHARD BROWN. 

Mauchline, 1th March, 1788. 

I HAVE been out of the country, my dear friend, and have 
not had an opportunity of writing till now, when I am 
afraid you will be gone out of the country too. I have 
been looking at farms, and, after all, perhaps I may settle 
in the character of a farmer. I have got so vicious a bent 
to idleness, and have ever been so little a man of business, 
that it will take no ordinary effort to bring my mind pro- 
perly into the routine : but you will say a ** great effort is 
worthy of you." I say so myself ; and butter up my vanity 
with all the stimulating compliments I can think of. Men 
of grave, geometrical minds, the sons of ** which was to be 
demonstrated,'* may cry up reason as much as they please; 
but I have always found an honest passion, or native in- 
stinct, the truest auxiliary in the warfare of this world. 
Reason almost always comes to me like an unlucky wife to 
a poor devil of a husband, just in sufficient time to add her 
reproaches to his other grievances. 

I am gratified with your kind inquiries after Jean ; as, 
after all, I may say with Othello — 

'* Excellent wretch ! 
Perdition catch my soul, but I do love thee I** 

1 go for Edinburgh on Monday. 

Yours, — R. B. 



No. C. 
TO MR MUIR. 

MOSSGIEL, 1th March, 1788. 

Dear Sir, 
I HAVE partly changed my ideas, my dear friend, since I 
saw you. I took old Glenconner witli me to Mr Millefs 
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farm, and he was so pleased with it, thaj^ have wrote an 
offer to Mr Miller, which, if he accepts, I shall sit down a 
plain filmier, the happiest of lives when a man can live by 
it. In this case I shall not stay in Edinburgh above a 
week. I set out on Monday, and would have come by 
Kilfuamockfbut there are several small sums owing me for 
my first edition about Galston and Newmills, and I shall 
set off* so early as to despatch my business and reach Glas- 
gow by night. When I return, I shall devote a forenoon 
or two to make some kind of acknowledgment for all the 
kindness I owe your friendship. Now that I hope to settle 
with some credit and comfort at home, there was not any 
friendship or friendly correspondence that promised me 
more pleasure than yours ; I hope I will not be disappoint- 
ed. I trust the spring will renew your shattered frame, and 
make your friends happy. You and I have often agreed 
that life is no great blessing on the whole. The close of 
life, indeed, to a reasoning age, is, 

"Dark as was chaos, ere the infant sun 
Was roU'd together, or bad try'd his beams 
Athwart the gloom profound." 

But an honest man lias nothing to fear. If we lie down 
in the grave, the whole man a piece of broken machinery, 
to moulder with the clods of the vsdley, be it so ; at least 
there is an end of pain, care, woes and wants : if that part 
of us called mind does survive the apparent destruction of 
the man — away with old-wife prejudices and tales ! Every 
age and every nation has had a different set of stories ; and 
as the many are always weak of consequence, they have 
often, perhaps always, been deceived : a man conscious of 
having acted an honest part among his fellow-creatures — 
even granting that he may have been the sport at times of 
passions and instincts — ^he goes to a great unknown Being, 
who could have no other end in giving him existence but 
to make him happy, who gave him those passions and in- 
stincts, and well knows their force. 

These, my worthy friend, are my ideas ; and I know they 
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are not Gblc different from yours. It becomes a man of 
sense to think for himself, particularly in a case where all 
men are equally interested, and where, indeed, all men are 
equally in the dark. 

Adieu, my dear Sir ; God send us a cheerful meeting ! 

IL B 



No. CI. 
TO MRS DUNLOP. 

MosSGlBL^ nth March, 1788. 
Madam, 

The last paragraph in yours of the dOth February affected 
me most, so I shall begin my answer where you ended your 
letter. That I am often a sinner with any little wit I have, 
I do confess : but I have taxed my recollection to no pur- 
pose, to find out when it was employed against you. I 
hate an ungenerous sarcasm a great deal worse than I do 
the devil ; at least as Milton describes him ; and though I 
may be rascally enough to be sometimes guilty of it myself, 
I cannot endure it in others. You, my honoured friend, 
who cannot appear in any light but you are sure of being 
respectable — ^you can afford to pass by an occasion to display 
your wit, because you may depend for fame on your sense ; 
or, if you choose to be silent, you know you can rely on tlie 
gratitude of many, and the esteem of all ; but, God help us, 
who are wits or witlings by profession, if we stand not for 
fame there, we sink unsupported 1 

I am highly flattered by the news you tell me of Coila. 
I may say to the fair painter who does me so much honour, 
as Dr Beattie says to Ross the poet of his muse Scota, from 
which, by the bye, I took the idea of Coila ('tis a poem of 
Beattie's in the Scottish dialect, which perhaps you have 
never seen) : — 
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** Ye shak your hdad, but o' my fegs» 
Ye've aet auld Scota on her \eg» -. 
Lang had she lien wi* beffs and fiegs, 
Bambaz'd and dizzie. 
Her fiddle wanted strings and pegs, 
Wae*s me, poor hizzie. 



1* 



R. B. 



No. CII. 
TO MISS CHALMERS. 

Edinburgh, March \4th, 1788. 

I KNOW, my ever dear friend, that you will \)e pleased 
with the news when I tell you, I have at last taken a lease 
of a farm. Yesternight I completed a baigaia with Mr 
Miller, of Dalswinton, for the farm of Ellisland, on the banks 
of the Nith, between five and six miles above Dumfries. 
I begin at Whit-Sunday to build a hbiise, drive lime, &c.. ; 
and heaven be my help I for it will take a strong effort to 
bring my mind into the routine of business. I have dis- 
charged all the army of my former pursuits, fimcies, and 
pleasures ; a motley host ! and have literally and strictly 
retained only the ideas of a few friends, which I have in- 
corporated into a lif(»-guard. I trust in Dr Johnson's ob- 
servation, " Where much is attempted, something is dpne.'' 
Firmness, both in sufferance and exertion, is a character I 
would wish to be thought to possess : and have always de- 
spised the whining yelp of complaint, and the cowardly, 
feeble resolve. 

Poor Miss K. is ailing a good deal this winter, and begged 
me to remember her to you the first time 1 wrote to you. 
Surely woman, amiable woman, is often made in vain. 
Too delicately formed for the rougher pursuits of ambition ; 
too noble for the dirt of avarice, and even too gentle for the 
rage of pleasure ; formed indeed for, and highly susceptible 
of enjoyment and rapture ; but that enjoyment, alas I 
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almost wholly at the mercy of the caprice, malevoleoce, 
stupidity, or wickedness of ao animal at all times compara* 
tively unfeeling, and okea brutaL 

R.B. 



No. CIIL 
TO RICHARD BROWN. 

Glasgow, mth March, 1788. 
I AM monstrously to blame, my dear Sir, in not writing 
to you, and sending you the Directory. I have been getting 
my tack extended, as I have taken a farm ; and I have been 
racking shop accounts with Mr Creech, both of which, 
together with watching, fatigue, and a load of care almost 
too heavy for my shoulders, have in some degree actually 
fevered me. I really forgot the Directory yesterday, which 
vexed me ; but I was convulsed with rage a great part of 
the day. I have to thank you for the ingenious, friendly* 
and elegant epistle from your friend Mr Crawford. I shall 
certainly write to him, but not now. This b merely a 
card to you, as I am posting to Dumfries-shire, where many 
perplexing arrangements await me. I am vexed about the 
Directory ; but, my dear Sir, forgive me : these eight days 
I have been positively crazed. My compliments to Mrs B. 
I shall write to you at Grenada. — I am ever, my dearest 
friend. 

Yours, — B. B. 



No. CIV. 
TO MR ROBERT CLEGHORN. 

Mauchuks, 3\tt March 1788. 
Yesterday, my dear Sir, as I was riding through a track 
of melancholy, joyless muirs, between Galloway and Ayr- 
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shire, it being Sunday, I turned my thoughts to psalms, and 
hymns, and spiritual songs ; and your favourite air, ' Cap- 
tain O'Kean,* coming at length into my head, I tried these 
words to it. You will see that the first part of the tune 
roust be repeated. 

I am tolerably pleased with these verses, but as I liave 
only a sketch of the tune, I leave it with you to try if they 
suit the measure of the music. 

I am so harassed with care and anxiety, about this farm- 
ing project of mine, that my muse has degenerated into the 
veriest prose-wench that ever picked cinders, or followed a 
tinker. When I am fairly got into the routine of business, 
I shall trouble you with a longer epistle ; perhaps with 
some queries respecting farming ; at present, the world sits 
such a load on my mind that it has efiaced almost every 
trace of the poet in me. 

My very best compliments and good wishes to Mrs 
'Oleghom. 

K.B. 



No. CV. 
TO MISS CHALMERS. 

Mauchline, 1th April, 1788. 

I AM indebted to you and Miss Nimmo for letting me 
know Miss Kennedy. Strange I how apt we are to indulge 
prejudices in our judgments of one another ! Even I, who 
pique myself on my skill in marking characters — ^because I 
am too proud of my character as a man to be dazzled in 
my judgment for glaring wealth ; and too proud, of my 
situation as a poor man to be biassed against squalid pover^ 
— I was unacquainted with Miss K.'8 very uncommon 
worth. 

I am going on a good deal progressive inmon grand but, 

the sober science of li fe. I liave lately made some sacrifices. 
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for which, were I vivd voce with you to paint the situation 
and recount the circumstances, you would applaud me. 

R. B. 



No. CVI. 
TO MR WILLIAM DUNBAR, EDINBURGH. 

MaUCBLINE, 7th Aprilf 1788. 

I HATE not delayed so long to write you, my much re* 
spected friend, because I thou^t no farther of my promise. 
I have long since giyen up that kind of formal canapon* 
dence, where one sits down irksomely to write a letter, 
because we think we are in duty bound so to do. 

I have been roving over the country, as my fiurm I have 
taken is forty miles from this place, hiring servants and 
preparing matters ; but most of all, I am earnestly busy to 
bring about a revolution in my own mind. — As, till within 
these eighteen months, I never was the wealthy master of 
ten guineas, my knowledge of business is to learn ; add to 
this, my late scenes of idleness and dissipation have enervated 
my mind to an alarming degree. Skill in the sober science 
of life is my most serious and hourly study. I have dropt 
all conversation and all reading (prose reading) but what 
tends in some way or other to my serious aim. Except 
one worthy young fellow, I have not one single correspon- 
dent in Edinburgh. You have indeed kindly made me an 
offer of that kind. The world of wits, and gens comme il 
faut which I lately left, and with whom I never again will 
intimately mix, — ^from that port. Sir, I expect your Gazette: 
what le8 beaux esprifs are saying, what they are doing, 
and w)]at they are singing. Any sober intelligence from my 
sequestrated walks of life ; any droll ori^nal ; any passing 
remark, important, forsooth, because it is mine ; any little 
poetic effort, however embryoth ; these, my dear Sir, are 
all you have to expect from me. When 1 talk of poetic 
efforts, I must have it always understood, that I appeal from 
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your wit and taste to your friendship and good nature. 
The first would be my favourite tribunal, where I defied 
censure ; but the last, where I declined justice. 

I have scarcely made a single distich since I saw you. 
When I meet with an old Scots air that has any facetious 
idea in its name, I have a peculiar pleasure in following out 
that idea for a verse or two. 

I trust that this will find you in better health than I did 
last time I called for you. A few lines from you, directed 
to me, at Mauchline, were it but to let me know how you 
are, will set my mind a good deal.* Now, never shun the 
idea of writing me because perhaps you may be out of 
humour or spirits. I could give you a hundred good con- 
sequences attending a dull letter ; one, for example, and the 
remaining ninety nine some other time ; it will alwa)^ 
serve to keep in countenance, my much respected Sir, 
Your obliged friend, and hiimble servant, 

R. B.t 

* Something is omitted here, perhaps, " at rest :" but the letter 
is gi?en as it appears in the original. 

f The gentleman to whom the above letter is addressed, and 
which is for the first time published, was a writer to the Signet 
in Edinburgh, with whom the poet appears to have been on very 
intimate and friendly terms. For this and three other letters to 
the same individual, inserted afterwards, we are indebted to the 
activity and industry of Mr P. Buchan of Aberdeen, who has been 
unremitting in his exertions to recover every ^crap connected 
with the name or fame of our national Bard. In his communi- 
cations to us, Mr Buchan states, that ** the four letters referred 
to belong to Misses Ogilvie, daughters of the late Rev. and in- 
genious John Ogilvie, D. D. of Midmar, author of the poems on 
' Providence,' * Paradise,' and * Britannia,* and after having made 
the tour of part of Europe and America, had again crossed the 
Atlantic, for the purpose of being first given to the public in 
this complete edition of Bums* works."— M. 



H 
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No. CVII. 

TO THE SAME. 

Lawn-market, Monday morrAng, 
Dear Sir, 

In justice to Spencer, I must acknowledge that there is 
scarcely a. Poet in the language could have been a more 
agreeable present to me ; and in justice to you, allow mc 
to say, Sir, that I have not met with a man in Edinburgh 
to whom I would so willingly have been indebted for the 
gift. The tattered rhymes I herewith present you, and the 
handsome volumes of Spencer for which I am so much in- 
debted to your goodness, may perhaps be not in proportion 
to one another as do their late author, but be that as it 
may« my gift, though &r less valuable, is as sincere a mark 
of esteem as yours. 

The time is approaching when I shall return to my 
shades ; and I am afraid my numerous Edinburgh friend- 
ships are of so tender a construction, that they will not bear 
carriage with me. Yours is one of the few that I could 
wish of a more robust constitution. It is indeed very pro- 
bable that when I leave this city, we part never more to 
meet in this sublunary sphere ; but I have a strong fancy 
that in some future eccentric planet, the comet of hap- 
pier systems than any with which astronomy is yet acquaint-, 
ed, you and I, among the harum-scarum sons of imagination 
and whim, with a hearty shake of a hand, a metaphor and 
a laugh, shall recognise old acquaintance : 

Where wit may sparkle all its rays, 

Uncurst with caution's fears ; 
That pleasure, basking in the blaze, 

Rejoice for endless years. 

I have the honour to be, with the warmest sincerity. 

Dear Sir, &c. R. B.* 



* There is no date to the above, and consequently the order in 
which it is placed may not be quite chronologically correct. — M. 
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No. CVIII. 

TO MISS CHALMERS. 

NodiUe. 

Now for that wayward, UDfortunate thing, myself. I 
have broke measures with Creech, and last week I wrote 
him a frosty, keen letter. He replied in terms of chastise* 
ment,and promised me upon his honour that I should have 
the account on Monday ; but this is Tuesday, and yet I 
have not heard a word from him. God have mercy on me ! 
a poor damned, incautious, duped, unfortunate fool ! The 
sport, the miserable victim of rebellious pride, hypochon-^ 
driac imagination, agonizing sensibility, and bedlam pas-* 
sions ! 

'* I wish that I were dead, but I'm no like to die V* I 
had lately *'a hairbreadth 'scape in th' imminent deadly 
breach" of love too. Thank my stars I got off heart-whole^ 
" waur fleyd than hurt." — Ibterruptiou. 

I have this moment got a hint ; I fear I am something 
like — undone — but I hope for the best. Come, stubborn 
pride and unshrinking resolution ; accompany me through 
tills, to me, miserable world ! You must not desert me ! 
Your friendship I think I can count on, though I should 
date my letters from a marching regiment. Early in life, 
and all my life, I reckoned on a recruiting drum as my for- 
lorn hope. Seriously though, life at present presents me 
with but a melancholy path : but — my limb will soon be 
sound, and I shall struggle on. 

R. B. 



No. CIX. 

TO THE SAME. 

Edinburgh, Sunday, 
To-morrow, my dear madam, I leave Edinburgh. I 
have altered all my plans of future life. A farm tliat I 

h2 
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cpuid live in^ I could not find ; and, indeed, after the 
necessary support my brother and the rest of the fiimily re- 
quired, I could not venture on farming in that style suitable 
to Diy feelings. You will condemn me for the next step I 
have taken. I have entered into the Excise. I stay in the 
west about three weeks, and then return to Edinburgh for 
six weeks* instructions ; afterwards, for I get employ in* 
stantly, I go ou il plait d Dieu^^-^t man JRou I have 
chosen this, my dear friend, after mature deliberation. The 
question is not at what door of fortune's palace shall we 
enter in ; but what doors does she open to us ? I was not 
likely to get any thing to do. I wanted un but, which is 
a dangerous, an unhappy situation. I got this without any 
hanging on, or mortifying solicitation ; it is immediate 
bread, and though poor in comparison of the last eighteen 
months of my existence, 'tis luxury in comparison of all my 
preceding life : besides, the commissioners are some of 
them my acquaintances, and all of them my firm friends. 



Ko. ex. 
TO MRS DUNLOP. 

Mauchlime, 2Qth AprU, 1788. 
Madam, 
Your powers of reprehension must be great indeed, as I 
assure you they made my heart ache with penitential pangs, 
even though I was really not guilty. As I commence far- 
mer at Whit-Sunday, you will easily guess I must be pretty 
busy ; but that is not all. As I got the offer of the Excise 
business without solicitation, and as it costs me only six 
months* attendance for instructions, to entitle me to a com- 
mission — which commission lies by me, and at any future 
period, on my simple petition, can be resumed — I thought 
(ive-and-thirty pounds a-year was no bad dernier resort 
for a poor poet, if fortune in her jade tricks should kick 
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hun down from the little eminence to which she has lately 
helped him up. 

For this reason, I am at present attending these instruc- 
tions, to liave them completed before Whit-Sunday. Still, 
Madam, I prepared with the sincerest pleasure to meet you 
at the Mount, and came to my brother's on Saturday oight, 
to set out on Sunday; but for some nights preceding I bad 
slept in an apartment, where the force of the winds and 
rains was only mitigated by being sifted through numberless 
apertures in the windows, walls, &c. In consequence I 
was on Sunday, Monday, and part of Tuesday, unable to 
stir oufr* of bed, with all the miserable effects of a violent 
cold. 

You see. Madam, the truth of the French ma&im, le vrai 
iC est pas toujours le vrai^emblahle ; your last was so full 
of expostulation, and was something so like the language of 
an offended friend, that I began to tremble for a corres- 
pondence, which I had with grateful pleasure set down as 
one of the greatest enjoyments of my future life. 

Your books have delighted me; Virgil, Dryden, and 

Tasso were all equally strangers to me ; but of this more 

at large in my next. 

R. 6. 



No. CXI. 
TO MR JAMES SMITH, 

AVON PRINTFIELD, LINLITHGOW. 

Mauchline, April 21^ 1788. 
Beware of your Strasburgh, my good Sir ! Look on this 
J8& the opening of a correspondence, like the opening of a 
twenty-four gun battery ! 

There is no understanding a man properly, without know- 
ing something of his previous ideas ; that is to say, if the 

h3 
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man has any ideas ; for I know many who, in the animaf* 
muster, pass for men, that are the scanty masters of only 
one idea on any given subject, and by far the greatest part 
of your acquaintances and mine can barely boast of ideas, 
1*25— 1'5 — 1*75 (or some such fractional matter) ; so to 
let you a little into the secrets of my pericranium, there is; 
you must know, a certain clean-limbed, handsome, bewitch- 
ing young hussy of your acquaintance, to whom I have 
lately and privately given a matrimonial title to my corpus. 

** Bode a robe and wear it. 
Bode a pock and bear it,'* 

says the wise old Scots adage I I hate to presage ill-luck ; 
and as my girl has been doubly kinder to me than even the 
best of women usually are to their partners of our sex, in 
similar circumstances, I reckon on twelve times a brace of 
children against I celebrate my twelfth wedding-day: these 
twenty-four will give me twenty-four gossipings, twenty- 
four christenings (I mean one equal to two), and i hope, by 
the blessing of the God of my fathers, to make them twenty- 
four dutiful children to their parents, twenty-four useful 
members of society, and twenty-four approved servants of 
their God ! * * * 

" Liglit's heartsome," quo' the wife when she was stealing 
sheep. You see what a lamp I have hung up to lighten 
your paths, when you are idle enough to explore the com- 
binations and relations of my ideas. 'Tis now as plain as 
a pike-staff, why a twenty-four gun battery was a metaphor 
I could readily employ. 

Now for business. — I intend to present Mrs Burns witli 
a printed shawl, an article of which I dare say you have 
variety : 'tis my first present to her since I have irrevocably 
called her mine, and I have a kind of whimsical wish to get 
her the first said present from an old and much valued 
friend of hers and mine, a trusty Trojan, on whose friend- 
ship I count myself possessed of as a life-rent lease. 

Look on diis letter as a " beginning of sorrows ;" I will 
write you till your eyes ache reading nonsense. 
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Mrs Bums ('tis only her private designfttiob) be^ her 
best compliments to you. 

R. B* 



No. CXII. 
TO PROFESSOR DUGALD STEWART. 

Maucbline, Qd May, 1788. 
Sift, 

I INCLOSE you one or two more of my bagatelles. If 
the fervent wishes of honest gratitude have any influence 
with that great, unknown Being who frames the chain of 
causes and events, prosperity and happiness will attend 
your visit to the continent, and return you safe to your 
native shore. 

Wherever I am, allow me, Sir, to claim it as my privi- 
lege to acquaint you with my progress in my trade of 
rhymes ; as I am sure I could say it with truth, tliat, next 
to my little &me, and the having it in my power to make 
life more comfortable to those whom nature has made dear 
to me, I shall ever regard your countenance, your patronage, 
your friendly good offices, as the most valued consequence 
of my late success in life. 

R. B. 



No. CXIII. 
TO MRS DUNLOP. 

Mauchline, 4M Afay, 1788. 
Madam, 

Drtden's Virgil has delighted me. I do not know 

whether the critics will agree witli iiie» but the Georgics 
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are to me by far the best of Virgil. It is indeed a species 
of writing entirely new to me ; and has filled my head with 
a thousand fancies of emulation : but, alas I when I read 
the Georgics, and then survey my own powers, 'tis like the 
idea of a Shetland pony, drawn up by the side of a thorough- 
bred hunter, to start for the plate. I own I am disappoint- 
ed in the ^neid. Faultless correctness may please, and 
does highly please, the lettered critic : but to that awful 
character I have not the most distant pretensions. I do 
not know whether I do not hazard my pretensions to be a 
critic of any kind, when I say that I think Virgil, in many 
instances, a servile copier of Homer. If I had the Odyssey 
by me, I could parallel many passages where Virgil has 
evidently copied, but by no means improved, Homer. Nor 
can I think there is any thing of this owing to the transla- 
tors ; for, from every thing I have seen of Dryden, I think 
him, in genius and fluency of language, Pope*s master. 1 
have not perused Tasso enough to form an opinion : in 
some future letter, you shall have my ideas of him ; though 
I am conscious my criticisms must be very inaccurate and 
imperfect, as there I have ever felt and lamented my want 
of learning most. 

R. B. 



No. CXIV. 

TO MR ROBERT AINSLIE. 

Mauchline, May ^6th, 1788. 
My dear Friend, 

I AM two kind letters in your debt ; but I have been 
from home, and horridly busy, buying and preparing for 
my farming business, over and above the plague of my Ex- 
cise instructions, which this week will finish. 

As I flatter my wishes that I foresee ihany future years' 
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correspoodence between i»» 'tis foolish to talk of excuaiiig 
4uU epistles ; a dull letter may be a very kind one. I have 
the pleasure to tell you that I have been extremely fbrtun* 
ate in all my buyings and bargainings hitherto ; Mrs Bums 
not excepted; which title I now avow to' the world. I am 
truly pleased with this kst afiair : It has indeed added to 
my anxieties for futurity, but it has given a stabili^ to my 
mind and resolutions unknown before ; and the poor girl 
has the most sacred enthusiasm of attachment Co me, and 
has not a wbh but to gratify my every idea of her deport* 
ment. I am interrupted.— Farewell I my dear Sir. 



No. CXV. 
TO MRS DUNLOP. 

21th May, 1788. 

Madam, 

I HAVE been torturing my philosophy to no purpose, to 
account for that kind partiality of yours, which lias follow- 
ed me, in my return to the shade of life, with assiduous be- 
nevolence. Often did I regret, in the fleeting hours of my 
late will-o*-wisp appearance, that " here I had no continu- 
ing city ;" and, but for the consolation of a few solid 
guineas, could almost lament the time that a momentary 
acquaintance with wealth and splendour put me so much 
out of conceit with the sworn companions of my road 
through life — insignificance and poverty. 

There are few circumstances relating Co the unequal dis- 
tribution of the good things of this life that give me more 
vexation (I mean in what I see around me) than the impor- 
tance the opulent bestow on their trifling family affairs, 
compared with the very same things on the contracted scale 
of a cottage. Last afternoon I had the honour to spend 
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an hour or two at a good woman*s fire-side, where the planks 
chat composed the floor were decorated with a splendid car- 
pet, and the gay table sparkled with silver and china. 'Tis 
now about term-day, and there has been a revolution among 
those/ creatures, who, though in appearance partakers, and 
equally noble partakers, of the same nature with Madame, 
are from time to time — ^their nerves, their sinews, their 
health, strength, wisdom, experience, genius, time, nay a 
goodpart of their very thoughts— sold for months and years, 
not only to the necessities, the conveniences, but the capri- 
ces of the important few. We talked of the insignificant 
creatures ; nay, notwithstanding their general stupidity and 
rascality, did some of the poor devils the honour to com- 
mend them. But light be the turf upon his breast who 
taught, " Reverence thyself!" We looked down on the 
unpolished wretches, their impertinent wives and clouterly 
brats, as the lordly bull does on the UtUe dirty ant-hill, 
whose puny inhabitants he crushes in the carelessness of his 
ramble, or tosses in the air in the wantonness of his pride. 

R. B. 



No. CXVI. 
TO THE SAME, 

AT MB SUNLOP'S, HASDINGTON. 

Ellisland, 19th Junet 1788. 

** Where'er I roam, whatever realms I see, 
My heart, untraTeird, fondly turns to thee ; 
Still to my friend it tnrns with ceaseless pafn. 
And drags^ at each remove, a lengthened chain." 

Goldsmith. 

This is the second day, my honoured friend, that I have 
been on my farm. A solitaiy inmate of an old, smoky 
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spence ; for from every object I love^ or by whom I am bef- 
loved ; nor any acquaintance older than yesterday, -except 
Jenny Geddes, the old mare I ride on ; while uncouth cares 
and novel plans hourly insult my awkward ignorance and 
bashful inexperience. There is a foggy atmosphere. native 
to my soul in the hour of care ; consequently, the dreary 
objects seem larger than the life. Extreme sensibility, ir* 
ritated and prejudiced on the gloomy side by a series of 
misfortunes and disappointments, at that period of my ex- 
istence when the soul is laying in her cargo of ideas for the 
voyage of life, is, I believe, the principal cause, of this unr 
happy frame of mind. 

^' The valiant, in himself^ what can he suffer ? 
Or what need he regard his single woes ?*' &c. 

Your surmise. Madam, is just ; I am indeed a husband. 
* * * - , « 

To jealousy or infidelity I am an equal stranger. My 
pre<servative from the first is the most thorough conscious- 
ness of her sentiments of honour, and her attachment to 
me : my antidote against the last is my long and deep-root- 
ed affection for her. 

- In housewife matters, of aptness to learn and activity to 
execute, she is eminently mistress : and during my absence 
in Nithsdale, she is regularly and constantly apprentice to 
my mother and sisters in their dairy and other rural busi- 
ness. 

The muses must not be offended when I tell them, the 
concerns of my wife and family will, in my mind, always 
take the pas; but I assure them their ladyships will ever 
come next in place. 

You are right that a bachelor state would have insured 
me more friends ; but, from a cause you will easily guess, 
conscious peace in the enjoyment of my own mind, and un- 
mistrusting confidence in approaching my God, would sel*> 
dom have b.een of the number. 

I found a once much-loved and still much-loved female, 
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Htemlly and truly cast out to the mercy of tlie naked ele- 
ments ; but I enabled her to purchase a shelter i— there is 
no sporting with a fdlow-creature's happiness or misery. 

The most placid good-nature and sweetness of disposi 
tion ; a warm heart» gratefully devoted with all its powers 
to love me ; vigorous health and sprightly cheerfulness* set 
off to the best advantage by a more than commonly hand* 
some figure ; these, I think, in a woman, may make a good 
wife, though she should never have read a page but the 
Scriptures of the Old and New Testament, nor have danced 
in a brighter assembly than a penny pay-wedding. 



No. CXVII. 
TO MR ROBERT AINSLIE. 

Elublano, June 14M, 1788. 

This is now the third day, my dearest Sir, tliat I have 
sojourned in these regions ; and during these three days 
you have occupied more of my thoughts than in three weeks 
preceding : in Ayrshire I have several variations of friend- 
ship's compass, here it points invariably to the pole. My 
£urm gives me a good many uncouth cares and anxieties, 
but I hate the language of complaint. Job, or some one of 
his friends, says well — ** Why should a living man com- 
plain ?" 

I have lately been much mortified with contemplating an 
unlucky imperfection in the very framing and construction 
of my soul ; namely, a blundering inaccuracy of her olfac- 
tory organs in hitting the scent of craft or design in my fel- 
low-creatures. I do not mean any compliment to my in- 
genuousness, or to hint that the defect is in consequence of 
the unsuspicious simplicity of conscious truth and honour : 
I take it to be, in some way or other, an imperfection in 
the mental sight ; or, metaphor apart, some modification of 
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dulness. In two or three instances lately, I have been most 
shamefully out. 

I have all along, hitherto, in the warfare of life, been bred 
to arms among the light-horse— 4be piquet^ards of fiincy ; 
a kind of hussars and Highlanders of the brain ; but I am 
firmly resolred to sell out of these giddy battalions, who 
have no ideas of a battle but fighting the foe> or of a siege 
but storming the town. Ck)st what it will, I am determin- 
ed to buy in among the grave squadrons of heavy-armed 
thought, or the artilleiy corps of plodding contrivance. 

What books are you reading, or what is .the subject of 
your thoughts, besides the great studies of your profession ? 
You said something about religion in your last. I don't 
exactly remember what it was, as the letter is in Ayrshire ; 
but I thought it not only prettUy said, but nobly thought. 
You Will make a noble fellow if once you were married. 1 
make no reservation of your being well-married : you have 
so much sense, and knowledge of human nature, that though 
you may not realize perhaps the ideas of romance, yet you 
will never be ill-married. 

Were it not for the terrors of my ticklish situation re- 
specting provision for a family of children, I am decidedly 
of opinion that the step I have taken is vastly for my hap- 
piness.* As it is, I look to the Excise scheme as a cer- 
tainty of maintenance ; a maintenance ! — ^luxury to what 
either Mrs Bums or I were bom to. 

Adieu. — R. B. 

* This alloded to his marriage. 
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No. ex VII I. 
TO ROBERT AINSLIE, ESQ. 

Mauchline, 2dc?/tcne> 1788. 
This letter, my dear Sir, is only a business scrap. Mr 
Miers, profile painter in your town,, has executed a profile 
of Dr Blacklock for me : do me the favour to call for it, 
and sit to him yourself for me, which put in the same size 
as the doctor's. The account of both profiles will be fif- 
teen shillings, which I have given to James ConneU our 
Mauchline carrier, to pay you when you give him the par- 
cel. You must not, my friend, refuse to sit. The time is 
short; when I sat to Mr Miers, I am sure be did pot ex- 
ceed two minutes. I propose hanging Lord Glencairn, 
the doctor, and you in trio over my new chimney-piece 
that is to be. 

Adieu. — R. B. 



No. CXIX. 
TO THE SAME. 

Ellisland, QOth June, 1788. 
My dear Sir, 

I JQST now received your bri&f epistle ; and, to take 
vengeance on your laziness, I have, you see, taken a long 
sheet of writing-paper, and have begun at the top of the 
page, intending to scribble on to the very last corner. 

I am vexed at that affair of the * * *, but dare not en* 
large on the subject until you send me your direction, as I 
suppose that will be altered on your late master and friend's 
death. I am concerned for the old fellow's exit, only as I 
fear it may be to your disadvantage in any respect-^for an 
old man's dying, except he have been a very benevolent 
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character, or in some particular situation of life that the 
welfare of the poor or the helpless depended on him, I 
think it an event of the most trifling moment to the world. 
Man is oaturaily a kind» benevolent animal, but he is 
dropped into such a needy situation here in this vexatious 
world) and has such a whorerson, hungry, growling, multi- 
plying pack of necessities, appetites, passions, and desires 
about him, ready to devour him for want of other food; 
that in fact he must lay aside his cares for others tliat he 
may look properly to himself. You have been imposed 
upon in paying Mr Miers for the profile of a Mr H. I 
did not mention it in my letter to you, nor did I ever give 
Mr Miers any such order. I have no objection to lose the 
money, but I will not have any such profile in my posses- 
sion. 

I desired the carrier to pay you, but as I mentioned only 
I5s, to him, I will rather inclose you a guinea-iiote. I 
have it not, indeed, to spare here, as I am only a sojourner 
in a strange land in this place ; but in a day or two I return 
to Mauchline, and there I have the bank-notes through the 
house like salt permits. 

There is a great degree of folly in talking Unnecessarily 
of one's private affairs. I have just now been interrupted 
by one of my new neighbours, who has made himself abso< 
lutely contemptible in my eyes, by his silly, garrulous pru- 
riency. I know it has been a fault of my own, too ; but 
from this moment I abjure It as I would the service of hell ! 
Your poets, spendthrift, and other fools of that kidney, 
pretend, forsooth, to crack their jokes on prudence ; but 
'tis a squalid vagabond glorying in his rags. Still, impru- 
dence respecting money matters is much more pardonable 
tiian imprudence respecting character. I have no objec- 
tion to prefer prodigality to avarice, in some few instances ; 
but I appeal to your observation, if you have not met, and 
often met, with the same disingenuousness, the same hol- 
low-hearted insincerity, and disintegritive depravity of prin- 
ciple, in the hackneyed victims of profusion, as in the un- 

i2 
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feeling children of parsimony. I have every ponible revere 
ence for the much talked-of world beyond the grave, and I 
wish that which piety believes, and virtue deserves, maybe 
all matter of &ct But in things belonging to, and temu^ 
Dating in this present scene of existence, man has aerious 
and interesting business on hand. Whether a man shalf 
shake hands with welcome in the distinguished elevation of 
respect, or shrink from contempt in the abject corner -of 
iijsignificance : whether he shall wanton under the tropic 
of plenty, at least enjoy himself in the' comfortable lati- 
tudes of easy convenience, or starve in the arctic circle of 
dreary poverty ; whether he shaU rise in the manly con« 
ficiousness of a self-approving mind, or sink beneath a gaU« 
ing load of regret and remorse— 4lie8e are alternatives of 
the last moment. 

You see how I preach. You used occasionally to ser^ 
monize too ; I wish you would, in charity, fiivour me with 
a sheet full in your own way. I admire the close of a let- 
ter Lord Bolingbroke writes to Dean Swift :•— '* Adieu, 
dear Swift I with all thy feults I love thee entirely : make 
an effort to love me with aU mine !** Humble servant, and 
all that trumpery, is now such a prostituted business, 
that honest friendship, in her sincere way, must have re- 
course to her primitive, simple,*-larewell I 

R. B. 



No. CXX. 
TO MR GEORGE LOCKHART. 

MERCHANT, GLASGOW. 

MAUCHUNBt I9tkjmljft 1738. 
Mr DCAR Sir, 
I AM just going for Nithsdale, eke I would certainly 
have transcribed some of my rhyming thingi for you . The 
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Miss BaiUies I have seen in Edinburgh. " Fair and lovely 
are thy works. Lord Grod Almighty! Who would not 
praise thee for these thy gifts in thy goodness to the sons 
of: men T' It needed not your fine taste to admire them. 
I declare, one day I had the honour of dining at Mr 
Boillie's, I was almost in the predicament of the children 
of Israel, when they could not look on Moses' face for the 
^ry that shone in it when he descended from Mount 
Sinai. 

I did once write a poetic address from the Falls of Bruar 
to his Orace of Athole, when I was in the Highlands. 
When you return to Scotland, let me know and I will 
send such of my pieces as please myself best. I return to 
Mauchline in about ten days. 

My compliments to Mr Purden. I am in truth, but at 

present in haste. 

Yours, — R. B. 



No. CXXl. 
TO MR PETER HILL. 

My dear Hill, 

I SHALL say nothing to your mad present — ^you have so 
long and often been of important service to me, and f sup- 
pose you mean to go on conferring obligations until I shall 
not be able td lift up my face before you. In the mean- 
time, as Sir Roger de Coverley, because it happened to be 
a cold day in which he made his will, ordered his servants 
great^coats for mourning, so, because I have been this weiek 
plagued with an indigestion, I have sent you by the carrier 
a fine old ewe-milk cheese. 

Indigestion is the devil : nay, 'tis the devil and all. It 
besets a man in every one of his senses. I lose my appetite 
at the sight of successful knavery, and sicken to loathing at 
the noise and nonsense of self-important folly. When the 

I 3 
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hollo w-hearted wretch takes me by the hand, the feeling 
spoils my dinner ; the proud man's wine so offends my 
palate that it chokes me in the gullet ; and the puhiiised^ 
feathered, pert coxcomb, is so disgustful in my nostril that 
my stomach turns. 

K ever you have any of these disagreeable sensations, 
let me prescribe for you patience and a bit of my cheese^ 
I know that you are no niggard of your good things among 
your friends, and some of them are in much need of a dice. 
Tliere, in my eye, is our friend Smellie; a man posi- 
tively of the first abilities and greatest strength of mind, 
as well as one of the best hearts and keenest wits that I 
have ever met with ; when you see him, as, alas I he too is 
smarting at the pinch of distressful circumstances, aggra- 
vated by the sneer of contumelious greatness-— a bit of my 
cheese alone will not cure him, but if you add a tankard of 
brown stout, and superadd a magnum of right Oporto, you 
will see his sorrows vanish like the morning mist before the 
summer sun. 

Candlish, the earliest friend, except my only brother, 
that I have on earth, and one of the worthiest fellows that 
ever any man called by the name of friend, if a luncheon 
of my cheese would help to rid him of some of his super- 
abundant modesty, you would do well to give it him. 

David,* with his Courant, comes, too, across my recol- 
lection, and I beg you will help him largely from the said 
ewe4nilk cheese, to enable him to digest those bedaubing 
paragraphs with which he is eternally larding the lean char- 
acters of certain great men in a certain great town. I grant 
you the periods are very well turned ; so, a fresh egg is a 
vei^ good thing, but when thrown at a man in a pillory, it 
does not at all improve his figure, not to mention the irre- 
parable loss of the egg. 

My facetious friend Dunbar I wonld wish also to be a 
partaker : not to digest his spleen, for tliat he laughs ofiT, 

« Printer of the Edinburgh Evening Courant, 
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but to digest his last night's wine at the last field-day of 
the Crochallan corps.* . 

Among our common friends I must not forget one of 
the dearest of them — Cunningham. The brutality, inso- 
lence, and selfishness of a world unworthy of having such 
a fellow as he is in it, I know sticks in his stomach, and if 
you can help him to any thing that will make him. a little 
easier on that score, it will be very obliging. 

As to honest John Sommerville, he is such a contented, 
happy man, that I know not what can annoy him, except, 
perhaps, he may not have got the better of a parcel of mo- 
dest anecdotes whidi a certain poet gave him one night at 
Slipper, the last time the said poet was iu town. 

Though I have mentioned so many men of law, I shall 
have nothing to do with them professedly-»-the faculty are 
beyoed my prescription. As to their clients, that is an- 
other thing ; God knows they have much to digest ! 

The clergy I pass by; their profundity of erudition, and 
their liberality of sentiment ; their total want of pride, and 
their detestation «f hypocrisy, are so proverbsally ■otorioos 
as to {dace them fiir, far above either my pisise or censure. 

I was going to mention a nan of worth, wliom I have 
the honour to call friend, the Laird of Cmigdiurroch ; but 
I have spoken to the landlord of the King's-Am»-inn here, 
to have at the next county meeting a large ewe-milk 
cheese on the table, for the benefit of the Dumfriesshire 
Whigs, to enable them to digest the Duke of Queensberry's 
late political conduct. 

I have just this moment an opportunity of a piivate 
hand to Edinbui^h, as perhaps you would not digest double 
postage, 

H. B. 

* A ciub of cboic^ Bpirits. 
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No. CXXII. 
TO ROBEBT GRAHAM, ESQ. 

OF FINTRAY. 

Sir, 

When I had the honour of being introduced to you at 
Ath^le4iou9e, I did not think so soon of asking a favour 
of you. When Lear, in Shakspeare, asked Old Kent, why 
he wished to be in his servicej he answers, " Because you 
have that in your face which I would fain call master/' 
For some such reason, Sir, do I now solicit your patronage. 
You kkiow, I dare say, of an application I lately made to 
your Board to be admitted an officer of Excise. I have, 
according to form, been examined by a supervisor, and to- 
day I gave in his certificate, with a request for an order for 
instructions. In this affiur, if I succeed, I am afraid I shidl 
but too much need a patronizing friend. Propriety of con- 
duct as a man, and fidelity and attention as an officer, I 
dare engage for ; but with any thing like business, except 
manual labour, I am totally unacquainted. 

I had intended to bavie closed my late appearance on the 
stage of life^ in the character of a country fanner ; but, after 
discharging some filial and fraternal claims, I find I could 
only fight for existence in that mberable manner, which I 
have lived to see throw a venerable parent into the jaws of 
a jail ; whence death, the poor man*s last and often best 
friend, rescued him. 

1 know. Sir, that to need your goodness, is to have a 
claim on it ; may I, therefore, beg your patronage to for- 
ward me in this affair, till I be appointed to a division ; 
where, by the help of rigid economy, I will try to support 
that independence so dear to my soul, but which has been 
too often so distant from my situation. 

R. B. 
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No. CXXIII. 
TO WILLIAM CRUIKSHANKS. 

Eluslakd, Auguttt 1788. 

I HAVE not room, my dear friend, to answer all the par- 
ticulars of your last kind letter. I shall be in Edinburgh 
on ^me business very soon ; and as I shall be two days, or 
perhaps three, in town, we shall discuss matters viva voce. 
My knee, I believe, will never be entirely wdl : and an 
unlucky fall this winter has made it still worse. I well re- 
member the circumstance you allude to, respecting Creech's 
opinion of Mr Nicol ; but, as the first gentleman owes me 
still about fifty pounds, I dare not meddle in the affair. 

It gave me a very heavy heart to read such accounts of 
the consequence of your quarrel with that puritanic^ rotten- 
hearted, hell-commissioned scoundrel, A If, not- 
withstanding your unprecedented industry in public, and 
your irreproachable conduct in private life, he still has you 
so much in his power, what ruin may he not bring on some 
others I could name ? 

Many and happy returns of seasons to you, with your 
dearest and worthiest friend, and the lovely little pledge 
of your happy union. May the great Author of life, an4 
of every enjoyment that can render life delightful, make 
her that comfortable blessing to you both, which you so 
ardently wish for, and which, allow me to say, you so well 
deserve I Glance over the foregoing verses, and Let me 
have your blots. 

Adieu. 

R, B. 
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No. CXXIV. 

TO MRS DUNLOP. 

Mauchline, Auffttat 2d, } 788. 
'HoNouRfeO Madam, 

Vouft kind letter welcomed me, yesternight, to Ayrshire. 
I am, indeed, seriously angry with yoii at the quantum of 
your luckpenny ; but, vexed and hurt as I was, I could not 
help laughing very heartily at the noble lord's apology for 
the missed napkin. 

I would write you from Nithsdale, and give yon my dU 
lection th^re, but I have scarce an opportunity of calling 
at a post-office once in a fortnight. I am six miles from 
Dumfries, am scarcely evef in it myself, and, as yet, liave 
'little 'acquaintance in the neighbourhood. Besides, 1 am 
now very busy on my farm, building a dwelling-house ; as 
at present I am almost an evangelical man in Nithsdale, for 
1 have scarce ** where to lay my head.** 
' There are some passages in your last that brought tears 
in my eyes. '' The heart knoweth its own sorrows, and a 
stranger intermeddleth not therewith/* The repository of 
these *' sorrows of the heart*' is a kind of sanctum sancto- 
'rum : and 'tis only a chosen friend, and that, too, at par- 
ticular, sacred times, who dares enter into them : — 

** Heaven oft tears the bosom-chords 
That nature finest strong.** 

You will excuse this quotation for the sake of the author. 
Instead of entering on this subject fiirther, I shall tran- 
scribe you a few lines I wrote in a hermitage, belonging to 
a genueman in tny Nithsdale neighbourhood. . They are 
almost the only favours the muses have conferred on me in 
that country : — 

Thou whom chance may hither lead. 
Be tliou clad in russet weed. 
Be thou deckt in silken stole, 
'Grave these maxims on thy soul : — 
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: Lite is but a day at most. 

Sprung from niglit, in darkness lost ; 
Hope not sunshine ev*ry hour ; 
Fear not clouds will ever lower. 
Happiness is but a name. 
Make content and ease thy aini.' 
Ambition is a meteor-gleam ; 
Fame, an idle restless dream ; 
Peace, the tend'rest flbwV of spring ; 
Pleasures, insects on the wing. 
Those that sip the dew alone. 
Make the butterflies thy own ; 
Those that would the bloom devour, 
Crush the locusts, save the flower. 
For the future be prepared. 
Guard wherever thou canst guard : 
Bi^t thy utmost duly done. 
Welcome what thou canst not sliun. 
Follies past give thou to air. 
Make their consequence thy care : 
Keep the name of man in mind. 
And dishonour not thy kind. 
Reverence with lowly heart 
Him whose wondrous work thou art ^ 
Keq[> his goodness still in view. 
Thy trust and tiiy example too. 

Stranger, go! Heaven be thy guide I 
Quod the Beadsman of Nith-side.* 

Since I am in the way of transcribing, the following 
were the production of yesterday as I jogged through the 
wild hills of New Cumnock. I intend inserting them, or 
something like them, in an epistle I am going, to write to 
the gentleman on whose friendship my Excise hope$ depend, 

. .  '■ ' 

• See Vol. 1. p. 184. 
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Mr Graham of Fintray» (Hie of the worthiest and most ac- 
complished gentlemeDy not only of this country, but, I will 
dare to say it, of this age. The following are just the first 
crude thoughts '* unhouseFd, unanomted, unanneal'd ;** — 

Pity the tuneful muses* helpless train ; 
Weak, timid landsmen on life's stormy main : 
The world were blest, did bliss on them depend ; 
Ah, that *' the friendly e'er should want a friend Y* 
The little &te bestows they share as soon ; 
Unlike sage, proverb*d wisdom's hard-wrung boon. 
Let Prudence number o*er each sturdy son. 
Who life and wisdom at one race b^gun ; 
Who feel by reason and who give by rule ; 
Instinct's a brute and sentiment a fool 1 
Who make poor wiU do wait upon I should; 
We own they're prudent, but who owns they're good ? 

Ye wise ones, hence I ye hurt the social eye ; 
God's image rudely etch'd on base alloy ! 
But come ********* 

Here the muse left me. I am astonished at what you 
tell me of Anthony's writing me. I new&t received it. 
Poor fellow ! you vex me much by telting me that he is 
unfortunate. I shall be in Ayrshire ten days from this date. 
I have just room for an old Roman farewell. R. B. 
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TO THE SAME. 

Maucklivb, Angm§i l(Hk, 1788r 
MT much HONOUEBD F1UEN9, 

Yours of the 24th June is before roe. I found it, as weU 
as another valued friend— my wife, waiting to welcome roe 
to Ayrshire : I met both with the sincerest pleasure. 
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When I write you. Madam, I do not sit down to ansi'er 
every paiBgraph of yours, by echoing every sentiment, like 
the faithful Commons of €k-eat Britain in Parliament as- 
sembled, answering a speech fVom the best of kings ! I 
express myself in the fulness of my heart, and may, perhaps, 
be guilty of neglecting some of your kind inquiries ; but not 
from your very odd reason, that I do not read your letters. 
All your epistles for several months have cost me nothing, 
except a swelling throb of gratitude, or a deep-felt senti- 
ment of veneration. 

When Mrs Bun*, Madam, first found herself *^ as women 
wish to be who love their loi-ds,*' As I loved her nearly to 
distraction, we took steps for si private marriage. Her 
parents got the hint ; and not only forbade me her com- 
pany and their house, but, on my rumoured West Indian 
voyage, got a warrant to put me in jail, till I should find 
security in my about-to-be paternal relation. You know 
my lucky reverse of fortune. On my eclatant return to 
Mauchline, I was made very welcome to visit my girl. 
The usual consequences began to betray her ; and, as I 
was at that time laid up a cripple in Edinburgh, she was 
turned, literally turned, out of doors, and I Wrote to a friend 
to shelter her till my return, when our marriage was de- 
clared. Her happiness or misety were in my hands, and 
who could trifle with such a deposit ? 

I can easily fancy a more agreeable companion for my 
journey of life ; but, upon my honour, I have never seen 
the individual instance. 

Circumstanced as I am, I could never have got a female 
partner for life, who could have entered into my favourite 
studies, relished my favourite authors, &c., without proba- 
bly entailing on me at the same time expensive living, fan- 
tastic caprice, perhaps apish affectation, with all the other 
blessed boarding-school acquirements, which (pardonnez 
mot, Madame,) ar6 sometiities to be found among females 
of the upper ranks, but almost universally pervade the 
misses c^ the wo«ild-be gentry. 
4 K 
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• I like your way in your church-yard lucubrations. 
Thoughts that are the spontaneous result of accidental 
situations, either respecting health, place, or company, have 
6ften a strength, and always an originality, that would in 
vain be looked for in fancied circu instancies and studied 
paragraphs. For me, I have often thought of keeping a 
letter, in progression by me, to send you when the sheet 
was written out. Now I talk of sheets, I must tell you, 
my reason for writing to you on paper of this kind is my 
pruriency of writing to you at large. A page of post is on 
such a dis-social, narrow-minded scale, |hat I cannot abide 
it ; and double letters, at least in my miscellaneous reverie 
manner, are a monstrous tax in a close correspondence. 

R.B. 
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TO THE SAME. 

Ellislano^ 16^ AvffMBt, 1768. 
I AM in a fine disposition, my honoured friend, to send 
you an elegiac epistle ; and want only genius to. make it 
quite Shenstonian : — 

" Why droops my heart with fancied woes forlorn ? 
Why sinks my soul beneath each wintry sky ?" 

My increasing cares id this, as yet, strange, country^- 
gloomy conjectures in the dark vista of futurity— -conscious- 
ness of my own inability for the struggle of the world— my 
broadened mark to misfortune in a wife and children ;-r-I 
could indulge these reflections, till my humour should fer- 
ment into the most acid chagrin, that would corrode the 
very thread of life. 

To counterwork these baneful feelings, I have sat down 
to write to you ; as I declare upon my soul I always fiod 
that the most sovereign balm for my wounded, spirit 

J was yesterday at Mr Miller's to dinner, for the first 
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• time. My reception was quite to my mind : from the lady 
of the bouse quite flattering. She sometimes hits on a 
couplet or two, imprbmptu. She repeated one or two to 
tiie admiration of all present. My suffrage as a professional 
man was expected: I for once went agonizing over the 
belly of my conscience. Pardon me, ye, my adored house- 
hold gods, independence of spirit, and integrity of soul ! 
In tbe course of conversation, 'Johnson's Musical Museum,' 
a collection of Scottish songs with the music, was talked of. 
We got a song on the harpsichord, beginning, 
<< Raving winds around her* blowing."* 

Tbe air was much admired : the lady of the house asjced 
me whose were the words. '* Mine, Madam — ^they-are in- 
deed my vety best verses;" she took not the smallest notice 
of them ! The old Scottish proverb says well, " king's caff 
is better tlian ither folks' corn." I was going to make a 
New Testament quotation about " casting pearls," but that 
would be too virulent, for the lady is actually a woman of 
^ense apd taste. 

After all that has been said on the other side of the quesf 
tion, man is by no means a happy creature. I do not 
speak of the selected few, favoured by partial heaven, whose 
souls are tuned to gladness amid riches and honours, and 
prudence and wisdom. I speak of the neglected many, 
whose nerves, whose sinews, whose days are sold to tlie 
minions of fortune. 

If I thought you had never seen it, I would transcribe 
for you a stanza of an old Scottish ballad, called ' The Life 
and Age of Man ;* beginning thus : 

'* *Twas in the sixteenth hundred year 
Of God and fifty-three 
Frae Christ was bom, that bought us dear, 
AswriUngstestifie.*' 

I had an old .grand-uncle, with whom my mother lived 
a while in her girlish years ; the good old man, for such he 

• See Vol. II. p. 121. 
k2 
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was» was long blind ere he died, during which time his high- 
est enjoyment was to sit down and cry, while my mother 
would sing the simple old song of * The Life and Age of 
Man.' 

It is this way of thinking ; it is these melancholy truths, 
that make religion so precious to the poor, miserable chil- 
dren of men. — If it is a mere phantom, existing only in the 
lieated imagination of enthusiasm, 

** What truth on eaxih so precious as the lie !" 

My idle reasonings sometimes make me a little sceptical, 
but the necessities of my heart always give the cold philo- 
sophisings tiie lie. Who looks for the heart weaned frodi 
€arth ; the soul affianced to her God ; the correspondence 
fixed with heaven; the pious supplication and devout 
thanksgiving, constant as the vicissitudes of even and morn ; 
who thinks to meet with these in the court, the palace, in 
the glare of public life ? No : to find them in their pre- 
cious importance and divine efficacy, we must search among 
. the obscure recesses of disappointment, affliction, poverty, 
and distress. 

I am sure, dear Madam, yon are now more than pleased 
with the length of my letters. I return to Ayrshire middle 
of next week : and it quickens my pace to think that there 
will be a letter from you waiting me there. I must be here 
again very soon for my harvest 

Iv. B. 
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TO MR BEUGO, ENGRAVER, EDINBURGH. 

Ellisland, 9th Sept., 1788. 
My dear Sih, 

There is not in Edinburgh above the number of the 

graces whose letters would have given me so much pleasure 
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as yours of the 3d instant, which only reached me yester- 
night. 

I am here on my farm, busy with my harvest ; but for all 
that most pleasurable part of life called social communi- 
cation, I am here at the verv elbow of existence. The 
only things that are to be found in this country, in any de- 
gree of perfection, are stupidity and canting. Prose, they 
only know in graces, prayers, &c., and the value of these 
they estimate, as they do their plaiding webs — by the ell ! 
As for the muses, they have as much an idea of a rhinoceros 
as of a poet. For my old capricious but good-natured hussy 
of amuse — 

*< By banks of Nith I sat aod wept . 

When Coila I thought on. 
In midst thereof I hung my harp 

The willow trees upon." 

I am generally about half my time in Ayrshire with my 
*' darling Jean," and then I, at lucid intervals, throw my 
horny fist across my be-cobwebbed lyre, much in the same 
manner as an old wife throws her hand across the spokes of 
her spinning-wheel. 

I will send you the ' Fortunate Shepherdess* as soon as 
I return to Ayrshire, for there I keep it with other precious 
treasure. I shall send it by a careful hand, as I would not 
for any thing it should be mislaid or lost. I do not wisii 
to serve you from any benevolence, or other grave Christian 
virtue ; *tis purely a selfish gratification of my own feelings 
whenever I think of you. 

If your better functions would give you leisure, to write 
me, I should be extremely happy ; that is to say, if you 
neither keep nor look for a regular correspondence. I hate 
the idea of being obliged to write a letter. I sometimes 
write a friend twice a week, at other times once a quarter. 

I am exceedingly pleased with your fimcy in making the 
author you mention place a map of Iceland instead of his 
portrait before his works : 'twas a glorious idea. 

Could you conveniently do me one thing?— whenever you 

k3 
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finbh any head I should like to have a proof copy of it« I 
miglit tell you a long story about your line genius ; but, 99 
what every body knows cannot have escaped you, I shall 
not say one syllable about it. 

R. B. 
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TO MISS CHALMERS, EDINBURGH. 

Ellisland, near Dumfries, Sept. I6ihy 1788. 
Where are you ? and how are you ? and is Lady Mac- 
kenzie recovering her health !p for I have had but one soli- 
tary letter from you. I will not think you have forgot me, 
Madam ; and, for my part — 

** When tliee, Jerusalem, I forget, 
Skill part from my right hand !" 

" My heart is not of that rock, nor my soul careless as that 
sea." I do not make my progress among mankind as a 
bowl does among its fellows — rolling through the crowd 
without bearing away any mark or impression, except where 
tiiey hit in hostile collision. 

i am here, driven in with my harvest-folks by bad 
weather ; and as you and your sister once did me the hon- 
our of interesting yourselves much d regard de moi, 1 sit 
down to beg the continuation of your goodness. I can truly 
say that, all the exterior of life apart, I never saw two 
whose esteem flattered the nobler feelings of my soul — I 
will not say more, but so much, as La^y Mackenzie and 
Miss Chalmers. When I think of you — hearts the best, 
minds the noblest of human kind — unfortunate even in the 
shades of life — ^when I think I have met with you, and have 
lived more of real life with you in eight days than I can do 
with almost anybody I meet with in eight years — when I 
think on the improbability of meeting you iu this world 
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again — I could sit down and cry like a child ! If ever you 
honoured me with a place in your esteem, I trust I can 
now plead more desert. I am secure against that crushing 
grip of iron poverty, which, alas ! is less or more fatal to 
the native worth and purity of, I fear, the noblest souls ; 
and a late important step in my life has kindly taken me 
out of the way of those ungrateful iniquities, which, how- 
ever overlooked in fashionable licence, or varnished in 
fiishionable phrase, are indeed but lighter and deeper shades 

of VILLANY. 

Shortly after my last return to Ayrshire, I married " my 
Jean.** This was not in consequence of the attachment of 
romance, perhaps ; but I had a long and much-loved fellow- 
creature's happiness or misery in my determination, and I 
durst not trifle with so important a deposit. Nor have I 
any cause to repent it. If I have not got polite tattle, 
modish manners, and fiishionable dress, I am not sickened 
and disgusted with the multiform curse of boarding-school 
affectation : and I have got the handsomest figure, the 
sweetest temper, the soundest constitution, and the kindest 
heart in the county. Mrs Bums believes, as firmly as her 
creed, that I am le plus bel esprit, et le plus honnSte hamme 
in the universe ; although she scarcely ever in her life, 
except the Scriptures of the Old and New Testament, and 
the Psalms of David in metre, spent five minutes togetlier 
on either prose or verse. I must except also from this last 
a certain late publication of Scots poems, which she has 
perused very devoutly ; and all the ballads in the country, 
as she has (O the partial lover ! you will cry) the finest 
*' wood note wild** I ever heard. I am the more particular 
in this lady^ character, as I know she will henceforth have 
the honour of a share in your best wishes. She is still at 
Mauchline, as I am building my house ; for this hovel that 
I shelter in, while occasionally here, is pervious to every 
blast that blows, and every shower that ialk ; and I am 
only preserved from being chilled to death by being suflTo- 
cated with smoke. I do not find my farm that pennyworth 
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I was taught to expect, but I believe, in time, it may be a 
saving bargain. You will be pleased to hear that I have 
laid aside idle eclat, and bind every day after my reapers. 

To save me from that horrid situation of at any time 
going. down, in a losing bargain of a farm, to misery, 1 have 
taken my Excise instructions, and have my commission in my 
pocket for any emergency of fortune. If I could set all 
before your view, whatever disrespect you, in common with 
the world, have for this business, I know you would ap- 
prove of my idea. 

I will make no apolog}% dear Madam, for this egotistic 
detail ; I know you and your sister will be interested in 
every circumstance of it. What signify the silly, idle gew- 
gaws of wealth, or the ideal trumpery of greatness ! W hen 
fellow-partakers of the same nature fear the same God, 
have the same benevolence of heart, the same nobleness of 
soul, the same detestation at every thing dishonest, and the 
same scorn at every thing unworthy — if they are not in the 
dependence of absolute beggary, in the name of common 
sense, are they not equals ? And if the bias, the instiuc- 
ti ve bias of their souls run the same way, why may they not 

be FRIENDS ? 

When I may have an opportunity of sending you this. 
Heaven only knows. Shenstone says, ** When one is con- 
fined idle within doors by bad weather, the best antidote 
against etmui is to read the letters of, or write to, one's 
friends ;'V in that case then, if the weather continues thus, 
I may scrawl you half a quire. 

I very lately — to wit, since liarvest began — ^wrote a poem, 
not in imitation, but in the manner, of Pope's Moral 
Epistles. It is only a short essay, just to try the strength 
of my Muse's pinion in that way. I will send you a copy 
of it, when once I have heard from you. I have likewise 
been laying the foundation of some pretty large poetic 
works : how the superstructure will come on, I leave to 
that great maker and marrer of projects — time. Johnson^s 
collection of Scots songs is going on in the third volume ; 
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and, of consequence, finds me a consumpt for a great deal 
of idle metre. One of the most tolerable things I liave 
done in that way is two stanzas I made to an air a musical 
gentleman of my acquaintance composed for the anniversary 
of his wedding^lay, which happens on the seventh of No- 
vember. Take it as follows : — 

The day returns — ^my bosom bumi^^ 
The blissAil day we twa did meet, &c.* 

I shall give over this letter for shame. If I should be 
seized with a scribbling fit, before this goes away, I shall 
tnake it another letter ; and then you may allow your pa- 
tience a week's respite between the two. I have not room 
for more than the old, kind, hearty farewell I 



To make some amends, mes cheres Mesdames, for drag- 
ging you on to this second sheet ; and to relieve a little the 
tiresomeness of my unstudied and uncorrectible prose, I 
shall transcribe you some of my late poetic bagatelles ; 
though I have, these eight or ten months, done very little 
that way. One day, in a hermitage on the banks of Nith, 
belonging to a gentleman in my neighbourhood, who is so 
good as give me a key at pleasure, I wrote as follows ; sup- 
posing myself the sequestered, venerable inhabitant of the 
lonely mansion. 

LINES WRITTEN IN FRIARS-CARSE HERMITAGE. 

Thou whom chance may hither lead, 
Be thou clad in russet weed.f 

R. B. 

• See Vol. IL p. 136. f See Vol. I. p. 184. 
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No. CXXIX. 
TO MR MORISON, MAUCHLINE. 

Ellisland, September 22d, 1788. 
My dear Sir, 

Necessity obliges me to go into my new house even 
before it be plastered. I will inhabit the one end until the 
other is finished. About three weeks more, I think, will 
at farthest be my time, beyond which I cannot stay in this: 
present house. If ever you wish to deserve the blessing of 
him that was ready to perish ; if ever you were in a situa- 
tion that a little kindness would have rescued you from many- 
evils ; if ever you hope to find rest in future states of un- 
tried being — ^get these matters of mine ready. My servant 
will be out in the beginning of next week for the clock. 
My compliments to Mrs Morison. 

I am, after all my tribulation, 

Dear Sir, yours, — R. B.* 
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TO MRS DUNLOP, OF DUNLOP. 

Mauchline, 21th Sept., 1788. 
I HAVE received twins, dear Madam, more than once ; 
but scarcely ever with more pleasure than when I received 
yours of the 12th instant. To make myself understood ; I 
had wrote to Mr Graham, inclosing my poem addressed to 
him, and the same post which favoured me with yours 
brought me an answer from him. It was dated the very 
day he had received mine ; and I am quite at a loss to say 
whether it was most polite or kind. 

* Morison was by trade a wright in Mauchline, and the letter 
refers to chairs and other articles of furniture which the Poet had 
ordered. — M. 
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Your criticisms, my honoured bene&ctress, are truly tlie 
work of a friend. They are not the blasting depredations 
of a canker-toothed, caterpillar critic ; nor are they the fair 
statement of cold impartiality, balancing with unfeeling ex- 
actitude the pro and con of an author's merits ; they are the 
judicious observations of animated friendship, selecting the 
beauties of tiie piece. I am just arrived from Nithsdale, 
and will be here a fortnight. I was on horseback this 
morning by three o'clock ; for between my wife and my 
&rm is just forty-six miles, s As I jogged on in the dark, 1 
was taken with a poetic fit, as follows : 

** Mrs Ferguson of Craigdarroch's lamentation for the 
death of her son ; an uncommonly promising youth of 
eighteen or nineteen years. of age. 

' " Fate gave the word — the arrow sped, 
 And pierced my darling's heart."* 

You will not send me your poetic rambles, but, you see, 
I am no niggard of mine. I am sure your impromptus give 
me double pleasure ; what &lls from your pen can neither 
be unentertaining in itself, nor indifferent to me. . 

The one fault you found is just ; but I cannot please 
myself in an emendation. 

What a life of solicitude is the life of a parent ! You in- 
terested me much in your young couple. 

I would not take my folio paper for this epistle, and now 
I repent it. I am so jaded with my dirty long journey that 
I was afraid to drawl into the essence of dulness with any 
thing larger than a quarto, and so I must leave out anotlier 
rhyme of this morning's manufacture. 

I will pay the sapientipotent George most cheerfully, to 
hear from you ere I leave Ayrshire. 

R. B.t 



* See Vol. II. p. 140. 

f From a letter which is printed in Dr Carrie's collection, it 

appears that Bams entertained no great respect for what may be 

styled technical criticism. He loved the man who jadged of 

poetical compositions from the heart — but looked with an evil 
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No. CXXXI. 

TO MR PETER HILL. 

Mauchline, Ut October, 1788. 
I RATE been here in this country about three days, and 
all that time my chief reading has been the ' Address to 
Lochlomond* you were so obliging as to send to me. Were 
I impannelled one of the author's jury, to determine his 
criminality respecting the sin of poesy, my verdict sliould 
be " guilty I A poet of nature's making T' It is an ex- 
cellent method for improvement, and what I believe evexy 
poet does, to place some favourite classic author in his own 
walks of study and composition, before him, as a model. 
Though your author had not mentioned the name, I could 
have, at half a glance, guessed his model to be Thomson. 
Will my brother-poet forgive me, if I venture to hint that 
his imitation of that immortal bard is in two or three 
places rather more servile than such a genius as his requir- 
ed : — e. g. 

eye upon those who decided by the cold decisions of the head. 
This is evinced by the following anecdote. 

At a private breakfast, in a literary circle at Edinburgh, to 
which he was invited, the conversation turned on the poetical 
merit and pathos of Gray's Elegy,— -a poem of which he was en- 
thusiastically fond. A cleigyman present, remarkable for his 
love of paradox, and for his eccentric notions on every subject, 
distinguished himself by an injudicious and ill-timed attack on 
this exquisite poem, which Burns, with a generous warmth for the 
reputation of Gray, manfully defended. As this gentleman's re- 
marks were rather general than specific, Burns urged him to 
bring forward the passages which he thought exceptionable, ^e 
made several attempts to quote the poem, but always in a blun- 
dering, inaccurate manner. Burns bore all this for a consider- 
able time with his usual good-nature and forbearance, till, at 
length, goaded by the fastidious criticisms and wretched quib- 
blings of his opponent, hd rouitod himself, and with an eye flashing 
contempt and indignation, and with great vehemence of gesticu- 
lation, he thus addressed the cold critic : ** Sir,— *I now perceive 
a man may be an excellent judge of poetry by square and rtde, 
and after all be a d--"— d blockhead 1"— -CromeA. 
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« To soothe the maddening passions all to peace." 

Address. 

*' To soothe the throbbing passions into peace.*' 

Thomson. 

I think the * Address* is in simplicity, harmoDy, and 

elegance of versification, fully equal to the ' Seasons.' 

Like Thomson, too, he has looked into nature for himself: 

3'ou meet with no copied description. One particular 

criticism I made at first reading ; in no one instance has he 

said too much. He never flags in his progress, but, like a 

true poet of nature's making, kindles in his course. His 

beginning is simple and modest, as if distrustful of the 

strength of his pinion ; only, 1 do not altogether like — 

" Truth, 

The soul of every song that's nobly great.^ 

Fiction is the soul of many a song that is nobly great 
Perhaps I am wrong : this may be but a prose criticism. 
Is not the phrase, in line 7, page 6, '* Great lake," too 
much vulgarized by every-day language for so sublime a 
poem? 

** Great mass of waters, theme for nobler song,*' 

is perhaps no emendation. His enumeration of a compari- 
son with other lakes is at once harmonious and poetic. 
Every reader's ideas must sweep the 

"Winding margin of an hundred miles.** 

The perspective that follows mountains blue — the im- 
prisoned billows beating in vain — ^the wooded isles — the 
digression on the yew-tree — ** Benlomond's lofty, cloud- 
envelop'd head," &c, ar6 beautiful. A thunder-storm is a 
subject which has been often tried, yet our poet in his 
grand picture has interjected a circumstance, so far as I 
know, entirely original : — 



-** the gloom 



Deep seam'd with frequent streaks of moving fire.|* 

In his preface to the Storm, «* the glens how dark be- 
tween," is noble highland landscape ! The *' rain plough^ 

4 L 
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ing the red mould," too, is beautifully fancied. " Ben- 
lomond's lofty, pathless top,** is a good expression ; and the 
surrounding view from it is truly great : the 

—  ' " silver mist. 
Beneath the beaming sun," 

is well described ; and here he has contrived to enliven his 
poem with, a little of that passion which bids fair, I think, 
to usurp the modern muses altogether. I know not how 
far this episode is a beauty upon the whole, but the swain's 
wish to carry '* some faint idea of the vision bright," to en- 
tertain her " partial listening ear," is a pretty thought. But, 
in my opinion, the most beautiful passages in the whole 
poem are the fowls crowding, in wintry frosts, to Lochlo- 
mond's "hospitable flood ;** their wheeling round, tlieir 
lighting, mixing, diving, &c ,* and the glorious description 
of the sportsman. This last is equal to any thing in the 
' Seasons.' The idea of " the floating tribes distant seen, 
far glistering to the moon,*' provoking his eye as he is 
obliged to leave them, is a noble lay of poetic genius. 
'* The howling winds," the " hideous roar" of " the white 
cascades," are all in the same style. 

I forget that while I am thus holding forth with the 
heedless warmth of an enthusiast, I am perhaps tiring you 
with nonsense. I must, however, mention- .that the last 
verse of the sixteenth page is one of the most elegant com- 
pliments I have ever seen. I must likewise notice that 
beautiful paragraph beginning " The gleaming lake," &c. 
I dare not go into the particular beauties of the last two 
paragraphs, but they are admirably fine, and truly Ossianic. 

I must beg your pardon for this lengthened scrawl. I had 
no idea of it when I began — I should like to know who the 
author is ; but, whoever he be, please present him with my 
grateful thanks for the entertainment he has afforded me. 

A friend of mine desired me to commission for him two 
books, ' Letters on the Religion essential to Man, ' a book 
you sent me before ; and ' The World Unmasked, or the 
Philosopher the gr^test Cheat.' Send me them by tlie 
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iir$t opportiiDity. The Bible you sent me is truly elegant ; 
1 only wish it had been in two vt)lames. > 

R.B.* 



No. CXXXII. 
TO THE EDITOR OF 'THE STAR.'t 

November 8th, 1788. 
Sir, 

NoTwiTHSTANDiNO the opprobrious epithets with which 
some of our philosophers and gloomy sectarians have brand- 
ed our nature — the principle of universal selfishness, the 
proneness to all evil, they have given us ; still, the detestation 
in which inhumanity to the distressed, or insolence to the 
&llen, are held by all mankind, shows that they are not 
natives of the human heart Even the unhappy partner of 
our kind who is undone, the bitter consequence of his 
follies or his crimes, who but sympathizes with the miseries 

* The poem, entitled '< An Address to Lochlomond,' is said to 
be written by a gentleman, now one of the masters of the High- 
school at Edinburgh, and the same who translated the beautifal 
story of the * Paria,' as published in the * Bee' of Dr Anderson. 
— Citm'c. 

f This letter, says Dr Currie, was sent to the publisher of some 
newspaper, probably the publisher of the Edinburgh Evening 
Ck>urant; but Mr Cunningham alleges that it was despatched 
to the editor of the * London Star.' " One of the conductors of 
the * London Star,' " says he, ** at that period, and for many years 
afterwards, was John Mayne, a warm-hearted Dumfriesian, and 
author of * Logan braes,' and a lyric more touching still, * The 
Muffled Drum.' His poem of ' Glasgow' has been several times 
reprinted, and his * Siller Gun' is about to come out in a fourth 
edition with notes and embellishments." Thus far Mr Gunning- 
ham^ who, from his local knowledge of Dumfries, and personal 
acquaintance with Mr Mayne, has every chance of being right in 
stating that it was sent to the 'London Star.' 

The preacher alluded to in the above letter, says the same 
authority, was " Mr Kirkpatrick, a man equally stern and wor- 
thy. He got a harmonious call to a parish with a smaller 
stipend than Dunscore, and he accepted it" — M. 

l2 
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of this ruined profligate brother ? We forget the injuries, 
and feel for the man. 

I went, last Wednesday, to my parish church, most cor- 
dially to join in grateful acknowledgment to the Author 
OF ALL Good, for the consequent blessings of the glorious 
Revolution. To that auspicious event we owe no less than 
our liberties, civil and religious ; to it we are likewise in- 
debted for the present Royal Family, the niling features of 
whose administration have ever been mildness to the sub- 
ject, and tenderness of his rights. 

Br^d and educated in revolution principles, the princi- 
ples of reason and common sense, it could not be any silly 
political prejudice which made my heart revolt at the harsh, 
abusive manner in which the reverend gentleman mention- 
ed the House of Stuart, and which, I am afraid, was too 
much the language of the day. We may rejoice sufficiently 
in our deliverance from past evils, without cruelly raking 
up the ashes of those whose misfortune it was, perhaps as 
much as their crime, to be the authors of those evils ; and 
we may bless God for all his goodness to us as a nation, 
without, at the same time, cursing a few ruined, powerless 
exiles, who only harboured ideas, and made attempts, that 
most of us would have done, had we been in their situation. 

" The bloody and tyrannical House of Stuart** may be 
said with propriety and justice, when compared with the 
present royal family, and the sentiments of our days ; but 
is there no allowance to be made for the manners of the 
times? Were the royal contemporaries of the Stuarts 
more attentive to their subjects* rights? Might not the 
epithets of ** bloody and tyrannical** be, with at least equal 
justice, applied to the House of Tudor, of York, or any 
other of their predecessors ? 

The simple state of the case, Sir, seems to be this : — At 
that period, the science of government, the knowledge of 
the true relation between king and subject, was, like other 
sciences and otlier knowledge, just in its infanqr, emerging 
from dark ages of ignorance and barbarity. 
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The Stuarts only contended for prerogatives which they 
knew their predecessors enjoyed, and which they saw their 
contemporaries enjoying ; but these prerogatives were ini- 
mical to the happiness of a nation and the rights of sub- 
jects. 

In this contest between prince and people, the cons^- 
quence of tiiat light of science which had lately dawned 
over Europe, the monarch of France, for example, was 
victorious over the struggling liberties of his people : with 
us, luckily, the monarch failed, and his unwarrantable 
pretensions fell a sacrifice to our rights and happiness. 
Whether it was owing to the wisdom of leading individuals* 
or to the justling of parties, I cannot pretend to determine ; 
but, likewise, happily for us, the kingly power was shifted 
into another branch of the family, who, as they owed the 
throne solely to the call of a free people, could claim 
nothing inconsistent with the covenanted terms which 
placed them there. 

The Stuarts have been condemned and laughed at for 
the folly and impracticability of their attempts in 1715 and 
1745. That they failed, I bless 6od ; but cannot join in 
the ridicule against them. Who does not know that the 
abilities or defects of leaders and commanders are often 
hidden until put to the touclistone of exigency ; and that 
there is a caprice of fortune, an omnipotence in particular 
accidents and conjunctures of circumstances, which exalt 
us as heroes, or brand us as madmen, just as they are for 
or against us ? 

Man, Mr Publisher, is a strange, weak, inconsistent 
being : who would believe. Sir, that in this our Augustan 
age of liberality and refinement, while we seem so justly 
sensible and Jealous of our rights and liberties, and animated 
with such indignation agiainst the very memory of those 
who would have subverted them — that a certain people 
under our national protection should complain^ not against 
our monarch and a few favourite advisers, but against our 
WHOLE LEGISLATIVE BODY, foF similar opprcssiou, and al- 

Ld 
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most in the very same terms, as our forefathers did of tlie 
Hoiuse of Stuart! I will oot, I cannot, enter into the 
merits of the cause ; but I dare say the Americaa Coa* 
gress, in 1776, will be allowed to be as able and as en- 
lightened as the English Convention was in 1688 ; and 
that their posterity will celebrate the centenary of their 
deliverance from us, as duly and sincerely as we do ouib 
from the oppressive measures of the wrong-headed House 
of Stuart. 

To conclude. Sir ; let every man who lias a tear for the 
many miseries incident. to humanity, feel for a family illus- 
trious as any in Europe, and unfortunate beyond historic 
precedent ; and let every Briton (and particularl}' every 
Scotsman), who ever looked with reverential pity on tlie 
dotage of a parent, cast a veil over the fatal mistakes of the 
kings of his forefathers. 

R. B* 



No. CXXXIII. 
/ 

TO MRS DUNLOP, AT MOREHAM MAINS. 

Mauchline, I3th NovemheTf 1788. 
Madam, 

1 HAD the very great pleasure of dining at Dunlop yes- 
terday. Men are said to flatter women because they are 
weak, if it is so, poets must be weaker still ; for Misses R. 
and K. and Miss G. M'K. with their flattering attentions^ 
and artful compliments, absolutely turned my head. I own 
they did not lard me over as many a poet does his patron, 
but they so intoxicated me with their sly insinuations and 
delicate inuendos of compliment, that if it had not been for 
a lucky recollection, how much additional weight and lustre 
your good opinion and friendship must give me in that 
circle, I had certainly looked upon myself as a person of no 
small consequence. I dare not say one word how much I 



GENBRAL CORRESTOXDENCE. ]27 

was diarmed with the Blajor's friendly welcome, elegant 
manner, and acute remark, lest I should be thought to Iml- 
ante my orientalisms of applause over-against the finest 
quey * in Ayrshire, which he made me a present of to help 
and adorn my fiirm-stock. As it was on hallow-day, I am 
determined annually as that day returns, to decorate her 
horns with an ode of gratitude to the family of Dunlop. 

So soon as I know of your arrival at Dunlop, I will take 
the first conveniency to dedicate a day, or perhaps two, to 
you and friendship, under the guarantee of the Major's hos- 
pitality. There will soon be three score and ten miles of 
permanent distance between us ; and now that your friend- 
ship and friendly correspondence is entwisted with the 
heartstrings of my enjoyment of life, I must indulge my- 
self in a happy day of '* The feast of reason and the 
flow of soul." 

R. S. 



No. CXXXIV. 
TO MR JAMES JOHNSON, ENGRAVER. 

Mauchune, November I5th, 1788. 

Mr DEAR Sir, 

I HAVE sent you two more songs. If you have got any 
tunes, or any thing to correct, please send them by return 
of the carrier. 

I can easily see, my dear friend, tliat you will very pro- 
bably have four volumes. Perhaps you may not find your 
account lucratively in this business ; but you are a patriot 
for the music of your country ; and I am certain posterity 
will look on themselves as highly indebted to your public 
spirit. Be not in a hurry ; let us go on correctly, and your 
name shall be immortal. 

• Heifer. 
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I am preparing a flaming preface for your third volume. 
I see every day new musical publications advertised ; hut 
what are tliey ? Gaudy, hunted butterflies of a day, and 
then vanish for ever: but your work will outlive tlie 
momentary neglects of idle fashion, and defy the teeth of 
time. 

Have you never a fair goddess that leads you a wild-goose 
chase of amorous devotion ? • Let me know a few of her 
qualities, such as whether she be rather black, ' or; fair ; 
plump, or thin ; short, or tall, &c. ; and choose your air, 
and I shall task my muse to celebrate her. 

R.» B. 



No. CXXXV. 
TO DR BLACKLOCK.* 

Mauchune, November Ibth, 1788. 

Reverend and dear Sir, 
As I hear nothing of your motions, but that you are, or 
were, out of town, I do not know where this may find you, 

* Gratefully alluding to the Doctor's introduction of him to 
the literary circles of Edinburgh, — " There was, perhaps, never 
one among all mankind," says Heron, in a spirited memoir of 
our Bard, inserted in the Edinburgh Magazine, <<whom you 
might more truly have called an angel upon earth, than Dr 
Blacklock : he was guileless and innocent as a child, yet endowed 
with manly sagacity and penetration i his heart was a perpetual 
spring of overflowing benignity ; his feelings were all tremblingly 
alive to the sense of the sublime, the beautiAil, the tender, the 
pious, the virtuous : — poetry was to him the dear solace of per- 
petual blindness ; cheerfulness, even to gaiety, was, notwithstand- 
ing that irremediable misfortune, long the predominant colour of 
his mind. In his latter years, when the gloom might otherwise 
have thickened around him, hope, faith, devotion Uie most fer- 
vent and sublime, exalted his mind to heaven, and made him 
maintain his wonted cheerfulness in the expectation of a speeuy 
dissolution." 

In the beginning of the winter of 1786-87, Burns came to 
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or whether it will find you at all. I wrote you a long let* 
ter, dated from the land of matrimony, in June ; but either 
it had not found you, or, what I dread more, it found you 
or Mrs Blacklock in too precarious a state of health and 
spirits to take notice of an idle packet 

I have done many little things for Johnson* since I had 
the pleasure^f seeing you ; and I have finished one piece, 
in the way of Pope's ' Moral Epistles ;' but, from your 
silence, I have every thing to fear, so I have only sent you 
two melancholy things, which I tremble lest they should 
too well suit the tone of your present feelings. 

In a fortnight I move, bag and baggage, to Nithsdale ; 
till then, my direction is at this place ; after that period, it 
will be at EUisland, near Dumfries. It would extremely 
oblige me were it but half a line, to let me know how you 
are, and where you are. Can I be indifferent to the fiite 
of a man to whom I owe so much ? A man whom I not 
only esteem, but venerate. 

My warmest good wishes and most respectful compli- 
ments to Mrs Blacklock, and Miss Johnston, if she is 
^ith you. 

I cannot conclude without telling you that I am more 
and more pleased with the step I took respecting "my 
Jean." Two things, from my happy experience, I set down 
as apophthegms in life. A wife's head is immaterial, com- 
pared with her heart ; and — " Virtue's (for wisdom what 
poet pretends to it ?) ways are ways of pleasantness, and 
all her paths are peace." Adieu I R. B. 

[ Here follow ' The mother's lament for the loss of her son, 
and the soDg begioniog ** The laxy mitt hangs from the brow of 
the hUl." See Vol. IL pp. 140. and 137.] 

Edinburgh : by Dr B. he was received with the most flattering 
kindness ; and was earnestly introduced to every person of taste 
i^nd generosity among the good old man's friends. It was little 
Blacklock had in his power to do for a brother poet — ^but that 
little he did with a fond alacrity, and with a modest grace.** 
Cromek, 
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No. CXXXVL 

TO MRS DUNLOP. 

Ellis LAND, ntk December, 1788. 
My dear honoured Friend, • 

Yours, dated Edinburgh, which I have just read, makes 
me very unhappy. " Almost blind and wholly deaf," are 
melancholy news of human nature ; but when told of a 
much-loved and honoured friend, they carry misery in the 
sound. Goodness on your part, and gratitude on mine, 
began a tie which has gradually entwisted itself among the 
dearest chords of my bosom, and I tremble at the omens of 
your late and present ailing habit and shattered health.' 
You miscalculate matters widely, when you forbid my 
waiting on you, lest it should hurt my worldly concerns. 
My small scale of farming is exceedingly more simple and' 
easy than what you have lately seen at Moreham Mains* 
But, be that as it may, the heart of the man and the fancy' 
of the poet are the two grand considerations for which L 
live : if miry ridges and dirty dunghills are to engross the 
best part of the functions of my soul immortal, I had better' 
been a rook or a magpie at once, and then I should not* 
have been plagued with any ideas superior to breaking of 
clods and picking up grubs ; not to mention barn-door 
cocks or mallards, creatures with which I could almost ex- 
change lives at any time. If you continue so deaf, I am ' 
afraid a visit will be no great pleasure to either of us ; but 
if I hear you are got so well again as to be able to relish 
conversation, look you to it, Madam, for I will make my 
threatenings good. I am to be at the New-year-day fair of 
Ayr ; and, by all that is sacred in the world, friend, I will 
come and see you. 

Your meeting, which you so well describe, with your old 
schoolfellow and friend, was truly interesting. Out r.pon 
the wavs of the world ! — They spoil these ** social offsprings 
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of the heart" Two veterans of the *• men of the world" 
would have met with little more heart-workings than two 
old hacks worn out on the road. Apropos, is not the 
Scotch phrase, ' Auld lang syne,' exceedingly expressive ? 
There is an old song and tune which has often thrilled 
through my soul. You know I am an enthusiast in old 
.Scotch songs. I shall give you the verses on the other 
sheet, as I suppose Mr Ker will save you the postage. 
** Should aold acquaintance be forgot ?"* 

Light be the turf on the breast of the Heaven-inspired 
■poet who composed this glorious fragment If There is 
more of the fire of native genius in it than in half a dozen 
of modern English Bacchanalians! Now I am on my 
hobby-horse, I cannot help inserting two other old stanzas, 
-which please me mightily. :^- 

Go fetch to me a pint o' wine, 

And fill it in a silver tassie ; 
That I may drink, before I go, 

A service to my bonnie lassie : . 
The boat rocks at the pier o* Leith ; 

Fa* loud the wind blaws frae the ferry. 
The ship rides by the Berwick-law, 

And I. maun lea'e my bonoie Mary. 

• 

The trumpets sound, the banners fly. 
The glittering spears are ranked ready : 

The shouts o* vnr are heard afar. 
The battle closes thick and bloody : 

But it's not the roar o' sea or shore, 
Wad make me langer wish to tarry ; 

Nor shouts o* war that's heard afar, 

. It*s leaving thee, my booaie Mary. 

R.B. 



• See Vol. IIL p. 187. 
f In allusion to the song mentioned, the Ettrick Shepherd 
exclaims :—** So this is a fragment of an old song I I wish 
 there had never been any more forgers of old songs in the world, 
.but Chatterton and Allan Cunningham. It is a thankless, profit- 
less business ; for after a man has foiged a hundred or two, the 
public take him at his word, and claim them as public property." 
>— M. 
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No. CXXXVIL 
TO MISS DAVIES. 

December, 1788. 
Madam, 
I UNDERSTAND my vcry worthy neighbour, Mr Riddel, 

has informed you thsLt I have made you the subject of some 
verses. There is something so provoking in the idea of 
being the burthen of a ballad, that I do not think Job or 
Moses, though such patterns of patience and meekness, 
could have resisted the curiosity to know what that ballad 
was : so my worthy friend has done me a mischief, which I 
dare say he never intended ; and reduced me to the un- 
fortunate, alternative of leaving your curiosity ungratified, 
or else disgusting you with foolish verses, the uniSnished 
production of a random moment, and never meant to have 
met your ear. I have heard or read somewhere of a gen- 
tleman who had some genius, much eccentricity, and very 
considerable dexterity with his pencil. In the accidental 
group of life into which one is thrown, wherever this gen- 
tleman met with a character in a more than ordinary de- 
gree congenial to his heart, he used to steal a sketch of the 
face, merely, he said,«s a nota bene, to point out the agree- 
able recollection to his memory. What this gentleman's 
pencil was to him, my muse is to me ; and the verses I do 
myself the honour to send you are a memento exactly of 
the same kind that he indulged in. 

It may be more owing to the ^tidiousness of my caprice 
than the delicacy of my taste ; but I am so often tired, dis- 
gusted, and hurt with the insipidity, affectation, and pride 
of mankind, that when I meet with a person " after my own 
heart,** I positively feel what an orthodox Protestant would 
call a species of idolatry, which acts on my fancy like in- 
spiration ; and I can no more desist rhyming on the im- 
pulse, than an ^olian harp can refuse its tones to the 
streaming air. A distich or two would be the consequence* 
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tbou^ the object which hit my fancy were gray-bearded 
age ; but where my theme is youth and beauty, a young 
lady whose personal charms, wit, and sentiment are equally 
striking and unaffected — ^by heavens ! though I had lived 
three score years a married man, and three score years be« 
fore I was a married man, my imagination would hallow 
the very idea : and I am truly sorry tliat the inclosed stan* 
zas have done such poor justice to such a subject. 



No. CXXXVIIf. 

TO MR JOHN TENNANT. 

December 22d, 1788. 
I Vebterdat tried my cask of whisky for the first time, 
and I assure you it does you great credit. It will bear five 
waters, strong; or six, ordinaiy toddy. The whisky of 
this country b a most rascally liquor ; and, by consequence^ 
only drunk by the most raacaHy part of the inhabitants. I 
am peiisuaded, if you once get a footing here, you might do 
a great deal of business, in the way of consumpt; and 
should you commence distiller again,4his is the native barley 
conntry. I am ignorant if, in your present way of dealing, 
you would tliink it worth your while to extend your busi- 
ness so far as this country side. I write you this on the 
account of an accident, which I must take the merit of 
having partly designed to. A neighbour of mine, a John 
Currie, miller in Carse-mill—A man who is, in a word, a 
" very" good man, even for a £500 bargain — he and his 
wife were in my house the time I broke open the cask. 
They keep a country public-house and sell a great deal of 
foreign spirits, but all along thought that whisky would 
have degraded thb house. They were perfectly astonished 
at my whisky, both for its taste and strength ; and, by their 
desire, I write you to know if you could supply them with 
4 M 
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liquor of aD equal quality, and what price. Please write 
me by first post, and direct to me at EUisland, near 
Dumfries. If you could taice a jaunt this way yourself, I 
have a spare spoon, knife, and fork, very much at your 
service. My compliments; to Mrs Tennant, and all the 
good folks in Glenconnel and Barguharrie. 

. R. R. 



No. CXXXIX. 
TO MRS DUNLOP. 

Ellisland^ NetD'year-day Morning, 1769. 

This, dear Madam, is a morning of wishes, and would to 
God that I came under the apostle James*s description I — 
the prayer of a righteous man. availeth much* In that 
case. Madam, you should, welcome in a year full of bless- 
ings : every thing that obstructs or disturbs tranquillity and 
self-enjoyment, should: be removed, and every pleasure, that 
frail humanity can taste, should be yours. I own . myself 
so little a Presbyterian, that I approve of set times and 
seasons of more than ordinary acts of devotion, for breaking 
in on that habituated foutine.of life and thought, which is 
so apt to reduce our existence to a kind of instinct, or even 
sometimes, and with some minds^ to a state veiy little, su- 
perior to mere machinery. . 

This day ; the first Sunday of May ; a breezy, blue- 
skyed noon some time about the beginning, and a hoary 
morning and calm sunny day about the end, of autumn ; 
these, time out of mind, hav^ been with me a kind of 
holiday. 

I believe I owe this to that glorious paper in the Spec- 
tator, ' The Yisipn of Mirza,' a piece that struck my 
young fancy before I was capabjle of fixing an idea. to a 
word of three syllables: ''Qn the- 5th day of the moon, 
•which, according to the custom of vay fore-fathers, I always 
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he^ holy, after baviDg washed myself, and offered up my 
morning devotions, I ascended the high hill of Bagdat, in 
order to pass the rest of the day in meditation and prayer.** 
We know nothing, or next to nothing, of the substance 
or structure of our souls, so cannot account for those seem- 

w 

ing caprices in them, that one should be particularly pleased 
with this thing, or struck with that, which, on minds of a 
different cast, makes no extraordinary impression. I have 
some favourite flowers in spring, among which are the 
mountain-daisy, the hare-bell, tlie foz-glove, the wild brier- 
rose, the budding birch, and the hoary hawthorn, that I 
view and hang over with particular delight. I never hear 
the loud, solitary whistle of the curlew in a summer noon, 
or the wild mixing cadence of a troop of grey plovers, in 
an autumnal morning, without feeling an elevation of soul 
like the enthusiasm of devotion or poetry. Tell me, my 
dear friend, to what can this be owing ? Are we a piece of 
machinery, which, like the iEolian harp, passive, takes the 
impression of the passing accident ? Or do these workings 
argue something within us above the trodden clod ? I own 
myself partial to such proofs of those awful and important 
realities — a God that made all things — man*s immaterial 
and immortal nature — and a world of weal or woe beyond 
death and the grave. 

R. B.* 



* This is a beantiful letter, and abounds in many pioos and 
poetical sentiments. His brother Gilbert's letter, written in the 
same day, proves how well the whole family were trained up to 
religious reflection. 

** MossoiBL, If/ Jan, 1789. 
<* Dear Brother, — I have just finished my new year*s-day 
breakfast in the usual form, which naturally makes me call to mind 
the days of former years, and the society in which we used to begin 
them ; and when I look at our family vicissitudes, < throufi^h the 
dark postern of time long elapsed,* I cannot help remarking to 
you, my deaf brother, how good the God of Seasons is to us, 
and that, however some clouds may seem to lower over the por- 
tion of time before us, we have great reason to hope that all will 
turn out well. 

M 2 
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No. CXL. 
TO DR MOORE.* 

Ellisland, 4th Jan., 1789. 
Sir, 

As often as I think of writing to you, which has been 
three or four times every week these six months, it gives 
me something so like tlie idea of an ordinary-sized statue 
offering at a conversation with the Rhodian colossus, that 
my mind misgives me, and the affair always miscarries 
somewhere between purpose and resolve. I have at last 
got some business with you, and business letters are written 
by the style-book. I say my business is with you, Sir, for 
you never had any with me, except the business that bene- 
volence has in the mansion of poverty. 

The character and employment of a poet were formerly 
my pleasure, but are now my pride. I know that a very 
great deal of my late eclat was owing to the singularity of 
my situation, and the honest prejudice of Scotsmen ; but 
still, as I said in the preface to my first edition, I do look 
upon myself as having some pretensions from Nature to 
the poetic character. I have not a doubt but the knack, 
the aptitude, to learn the muses* trade, is a gifl bestowed 
by Him '* who forms the secret bias of the soul ;" — ^but I as 
firmly believe, that excellence in the profession is the fruit 
of industry, labour, attention, and pains. At least I am 

" Yoar mother and sisters, with Robert the second, join me in 
the compliments of the season to you and Mrs Barns, and beg 
you will remember us in the same manner to William, the first 
time you see him. 

*' I am, dear brother, yours, 

"Gilbert Burns.*' 

* In this communication Bums states pretty specifically all 
that he realiied from the Edinburgh edition of his poems, as well 
as mentions the advances he had to make for his brother and the 
other members of his father*s family, so highly creditable to the 
goodness and generosity of the Poet's heart. — M» 
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resolved to try my doctrine by the test of experience. 
Another appearance from the press I put off to a veiy dis- 
tant day, a day that may never arrive— but poesy I am de- 
termined to prosecute with all my vigour. Nature has 
given Tery few, if any, of the profession, the talents of 
shining in every species of composition. I shall try (for 
until trial it is impossible to know) whether she has qualified 
me to shine in any one. The worst of it is, by the time 
one has finished a piece, it has been so often viewed and 
reviewed before the mental eye, that one loses in a good 
measure the powers of critical discrimination. Here the 
best criterion I know is a friend — not only of abilities to 
judge, but with good-nature enough, like a prudent teacher 
with a young learner, to praise perhaps a little more than 
is exactly just, lest the thin-skinned animal fall into that 
most deplorable of all poetic diseases — ^heart-breaking de- 
spondency of himself. Dare I, Sir, already immensely in- 
debted to your goodness, ask the additional obligation of 
your being that friend to me ? I inclose you an essay of • 
tnine in a walk of poesy to me entirely new ; I mean the 
epistle addressed to R. G. Esq., or Robert Graham of Fin- 
try, Esq., a gentleman of uncommon worth, to whom I lie 
under very great obligations. The story of the poem, like 
most of my poems, is connected with my own story, and to 
give you the one, I must give you something of the other. 
I cannot boast of Mr Creech's ingenuous fair dealing to 
me. He kept me hanging about Edinburgh from the 7th 
August, 1787, until the 13th April, 1788, before he would 
condescend to give me a statement of affairs ; nor had I 
got it even then, but for an angry letter I wrote him, which 
irritated his pride. '* i could" not a ** tale" but a detail 
*' unfold ;" but what am I that should speak against the 
Lord's anointed Bailie of Edinburgh ? 

I believe I shall, in whole, 100/. copy-right included, 
clear about 400/. some little odds ; and even part of this 
depends upon what the gentleman has yet to settle with 
me. I give you this information, because you did me the 

M 3 
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lionour to interest yourself much in my welfare. I give 
you this information, but I give it to yourself only, for I 
am still much in the gentleman's mercy. Perhaps I injure 
the man in the idea J am sometimes tempted to have 
of bim — Grod forbid I should I A little time will try, for 
in a month I ^all go to town to wind up the business if 
possible. 

To give the rest of my story in brief, I have married 
" my Jean," and taken a farm ; with the first step I have 
every day more and more reason to be satisfied : with the 
kst, it is rather the reverse. I have a younger brother, who 
supports my aged mother ; another still younger brother* 
and three sisters, in a farm. On my last return from Edin- 
burgh it cost me about 180/. to save them from ruin. Not 
that I have lost so much — I only interposed between my 
brother and his impending fate by the loan of so much. I 
give myself no airs on this, for it was mere selfishness on 
my part : I was conscious that the wrong scale of the bal- 
ance was pretty heavily charged, and I thought that throw- 
ing a little filial piety and fraternal afiection into the scale 
in my favour, might help to smooth matters at the grand 
reckoning. There is still one thing would make my cir- 
cumstances quite easy : I have an excise officer's commis- 
sion, and I live in the midst of a country division. My 
request to Mr Graham, who is one of the commissioners of 
excise, was, if in his power, to procure me that division. 
If I were very sanguine, I might hope that some of my 
great patrons might procure me a treasury warrant for su 
pervisor, surveyopgeneral, &c. 

Thus, secure of a livelihood, " to thee, sweet poetry, 
delightful maid,** I would consecrate my future days. 

R. B. 
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No. CXLL 
TO MR ROBERT AINSLIE. 

Ellisland, January Mt 1789. 

Mant happy returns of the season to you, my dear Sir! 
May you be comparatively happy up to your comparative 
worth among the sons of men ; which wish would, I am 
sure, make you one of the most blest of the human race. 

I do not know if passing a " Writer to the signet" be a 
trial of scientific merit, or a mere business of friends and 
interest. However it be, let me quote you my two fiivour- 
ite passages, which, though I have repeated them ten thou- 
sand times, stiU they rouse my manhood and steel my reso- 
lution like inspiration. 



<< On Reason build resolve, 



That column of true majesty in man." 



Youvck 



** Hear, Alfred, hero of the state, 

Thy genius heaven's high will declare ; 
The triumph of the truly great^ 
Is never, never to despair I 
Is never to despair V* 

Masque op Alfrbd. 

I grant you enter the lists of life, to struggle for bread, 
business, notice, and distinction, in common with hundreds. 
But who are they ? Men like yourself, and of that aggre- 
gate body your compeers, seven-tenths of them come short 
of your advantages, natural and accidental ; while two of 
those that remain, either neglect tlieir parts, as flowers 
blooming in a desert, or misspend their strength like a. bull 
goring a bramble bush. 

But to change the theme : I am still catering for John- 
son's publication ; and among others, I have brushed up the 
following old favourite song a little, with a view to your 
worship. I have only altered a word here and there ; but 
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if you like the humour of it, we shall think of a stanza or 
two to add to it. 

R. B.* 



No. CXLII. 
TO PROFESSOR DUGALD STEWART. 

EllisLand, 20th Jan,, 1789. 
Sir, 
The inclosed sealed packet I sent to Edinburgh, a few- 
days after I had the happiness of meeting you in Ayrshire, 
but you were gone for the continent. I have now added 
a few mdrfe of my productions, those for which I am in-- 
debted to the Nithsdale Muses. The piece inscribed to R.- 
G. Esq. is a copy of verses I sent }1t Graham of Fintiy, 
accompanying a request for his assistance in a matter to me 
of very great moment. To that gentleman I am already 
doubly indebted ; for deeds of kindness of serious import 
to my dearest interests, done in a manner grateful to the 
delicate feelings of sensibility. This poem is a species of 
composition new to me, but I do not intend it sliall be my 
last essay of the kind, as you will see by the " Poet's Pro- 
gress.** These fragments, if my design succeed, are but a 
small part of the intended whole. I propose it shall be the 
work of my utmost exertions, ripened by years ; of course 
I do not wish it much known. • The fragment beginning 
" A little upright, pert, tart,** &c. I have not shown to 
man living, till I now send it you. It forms the postnlata, 
the axioms, the definition of a character, which, if it appear 
at all> shall be placed in a variety of lights. This particn- 

* At this 'period Burns was busily employed writing and col- 
lecting- for Johnson's Musical Museum; but we have no means of 
ascertaining what was the particular song alluded to by him, 
although, in all probability, it was one of a humorous or convivial 
ctnU — M. 



GENERAL CORRESPONDENCE. 141 

lar part I seod yoii merely as a sample of my band at por- 
trait-aketching ; but, le^ idle conjeaure should pretend to 
point out the original, please to let it be for your single, 
sole inspection. 

Need I make any apology for this trouble, to a gentle- 
man who has treated me with such marked benevolence and 
peculiar kindness ; who has entered into my interests with 
so much zeal, and on whose critical decisions I can so fully 
depend ? A poet as I am by trade, these decisions are to 
me of the last consequence. My late transient acquaint^ 
ance among some of the mere rank and file of greatness, I 
resign with ease ; but to the distinguished champions of 
genius and learning, I shall be ever ambitious of being 
known. The native genius and accurate discernment in 
Mr Stewart's critical strictures ; the justness (iron justice, 
for he has no bowels of compassion for a poor poetic sin- 
ner) of Dr Oregoiy's remarks, and the delicacy of Professor 
Dalzel's taste, I shall ever revere. 

I shall be in Edinburgh some time next month. 
I have the honour to be, Sir, 
Your highly obliged, and very humble servant, 

R.B. 



No. CXLIII. 
TO BISHOP GEDDES. 

Ellisland^ Sd Feb,, 1789. 
Vrnsbable Father, 

As I am conscious that wherever I am, you do me the 
honour to interest yourself in my welfare, it gives me plea- 
sure to inform you, that I am here at last, stationary in the 
serious business of life, and have now not only the retired 
leisure, but the hearty inclination, to attend to those great 
and important questions, — ^what I am ? where I am ? and 
for what I am destined ? 
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In that first concern, the conduce of the man, there was 
ever but one side on which I was habitually blameable, and 
there I have secured myself in the way pointed out by 
nature and nature's God. I was sensible that, to so help- 
less a creature as a poor poet, a wife and family were in« 
cumbrances, which a species of prudence would bid him 
shun ; but when the alternative was, being at eternal war- 
fare with myself, on account of habitual follies, to give 
them no worse name, which no general example, no licen- 
tious wit; no sophistical infidelity, would, to me, ever jiis^ 
tify, I must have been a fool to have hesitated, and a mad- 
roan to iiave made another choice. < Besides, I had in '* my 
Jean** a long and much-loved fellow-creature's happiness or 
miisery among my hands, and who could trifle with such a 
deposite ? 

In the affair of a livelihood, I think myself tolerably 
secure : I have good hopes of my farm, but should they 
fail, I have an excise commission, which, on my simple 
petition, will, at any time procure me bread. There is a 
certain stigma affixed to the character of an excise officer, 
but I do not pretend to borrow honour from my proiession ; 
and though the salary be comparatively small, it is luxury 
to any thing that the first twenty-five years of my life taught 
me to expect 

Thus, with a rational aim and method in life, you may 
easily guess, my reverend and much honoured friend, that 
my characteristical trade is not forgotten. . I am, if possi- 
ble, more than ever an enthusiast to the muses. I am de- 
termined to study man and nature, and in that view inces- 
santly ; and to try if the ripening and corrections of years 
can enable me to produce something worth preserving. 

You will see in your book, which I beg your pardon for 
detaining so long, that I have been tuning my lyre on the 
banks of Nith. Some large poetic plans that are floating: 
in my imagination, or partly put in execution, I shall im- 
part to you when I have the pleasure of meeting with you ; 
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which, if you are tlien in Edinburgh, I shhll have about the 
be^ning of March. . 

• That acquaintance, worthy Sir, with which you were 
pleased to honour me, you must still allow me to challenge ; 
for with whatever unconcern I give up my transient con- 
nexion with the merely great, I cannot lose the patronizing 
notice of the learned and good, without the bitterest regret. 

R.B.* 



No. CXLIV. 

TO MR JAMES BURNESS. 

Ellibland^ 9th Feb., 1789. 
My dear Sir» 
Why I did not write to you long ago is what, evjen ou 
the rack, I could not answer. If you can in your mind 
form an idea of indolence, dissipation, hurry, cares, change- 
of country, entering on untried scenes of life, all combined, 
you will save me the trouble of a blushing apology. It 
could not be want of regard for a man for whom I had a 
high esteem before I knew him, — an esteem, which has 
much increased since I did know him; and this caveat 



* The: Roman Catholic clergyman, to whom this letter is ad- 
dreseedj acquired do inconsiderable fame as a writer of Scottish 
songs, as a scholar, a controversialist, and a translator. His works 
are well known. He died 20th February, 1802, in the sixty-third 
year of his age. We are informed by Mr Cunningham, in his 
recent edition of Bums' works* that the volume sent to the bishop 
" was the Edinburgh copy of his poems, with the addition in his 
pwtt hand-writing of such compositions as the Muse of Nithsdale 
had inspired. The blanks too in the print were all filled up.*^ 
Mr C* adds, *< This precious book belongs to' Margaret Geddes, 
the wife of my friend John Hyslop, surgeon, Finsbury-square, 
grandson of John Maxwell of Terraughty, to whom the. poet 
addressed one of his^ most spirited' epistles ; it is in good preser- 
vation, and in equally eaceUent hands/*— -M. 
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entered, I shall plead guilty to any other indictment with 
which you shall please to charge me. 

After I parted from you, for many months my life was 
one continued scene of dissipation. Here at last I am be- 
come stationary, and have taken a farm and — a wife. 

The farm is beautifully situated on the Nith, alarge river 
that runs by Dumfries, and Mis into the Solway frith. I 
nave gotten a lease of my &rm as long as I pleased ; but 
how it may turn out is just a guess, and it is yet to improve 
and inclose, &c. ; however, I have good hopes of my bar- 
gain on the whole. 

My wife is my Jean, with whose story you are partly 
acquainted. I found I had a much loved fellow-creature's 
happiness or misery among my hands» and I durst not trifle 
with so sacred a deposite. Indeed I have not any reason to 
repent the step I have taken, as I have attached myself to 
a very good wife, and have shaken myself loose of every bad 
failing. 

I have found my book a very profitable basiness, and 
with the profits of it I have begun life pretty decently. 
Should fortune not favour me in farming, as I have no great 
faith in her fickle ladyship, I have provided myself in an- 
other resource, which, however some folks may affect to 
despise it, is still a comfortable shift in the day of misfor* 
tune. In the heyday of my fame, a gentleman, whose name 
at least I dare say you know, as his estate lies somewhere 
near Dundee, Mr Graham of Fintry, one of the commis- 
sioners of Excise, offered me the commission of an excise- 
officer. I thought it prudent to accept the offer; and, 
accordingly, I took my instructions, and have my commis- 
sion by me. Whether I may ever do duty, or be a penny 
the l>etter for it, is what I do not know ; but I have the 
comfortable assurance, that« come whatever ill &te will» I 
can, on my simple petition to the excise-board, get into 
employ. 

We have lost poor uncle Robert this winter. He has 
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Ibng been very Weak, and with very little alteration on<him, 
he expired 3d January. 

His son William has been with me this winter, and goes 
in May to be an apprentice to a mason. His other son, 
the eldest, John, comes to me I expect in summer. They 
are both remarkably stout young fellows, and promise to do 
well His only daughter, Fanny, has been with me ever 
since her father's death, and I purpose keeping her in my 
fiunSly till she be quite woman grown, and fit for better 
service* She is one of the d^verest girls, and has one of 
the most amiable dispositions I have ever seen. 

All friends in this country and Ayrshire are well. Re^ 
member me to all friends in the ikorth. My wife joins me 
in compliments to Mrs B. and family. 

I am ever, my dear cousin. 
Yours, sincerely, 
B. B.« 



No. CXLV. 
TO MRS DUNLOP. 

Ellislano, ^h March, 1789. 
Here am I, my honoured friend, returned safe from the 
capital. To a man who has a home, however humble or 
remote — if that home is like mine, the scene of domestic 
comfort — the bustle of Edinburgh will soon be a business 
of sickening disgust. 

'* Vain pomp and glory of this worlds I hate you P' 

• ** Fanny Bums, the poet's relation, merited all the com- 
mendations he has here bestowed. I remember her while she 
lived at EUisland, and better still as the wife of Adam Armour,- 
the brother of bonnie Jean; she went with her husband to 
Mauchline, and lived long and respectably. Her son is now with 
his paternal uncle, pursuing successfully the honourable calling 
of a London merchant.*'-* Ctmnifv^Aam. 

4 N 
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When I must skulk into a corner, lest the rattling equi- 
page of some gaping blockhead should mangle me in the 
mire, I am tempted to exclaim — ** What merits has he had, 
or wliat demerit have I had, in some state of pre-existence, 
that he b ushered into this state of being with the sceptre 
of rule, and the key of riches in his puny fist» and I am 
kicked into the world, the sport of folly, or the victim of 
pride ?" I have read somewhere of a monarch, (in Spain 
I think it was,) who was so out of humour with the PtOr 
lomean system of astronomy, that he said, had he been of the 
Creator's council, he could have saved him a great deal of 
labour and absurdity. I will not defend this blasphemous 
speech ; but often, as I have glided with humble stealth 
through the pomp of Princes'-street, it has suggested itself 
to me, as an improvement on the present human figure, 
that a man, in proportion to his own conceit of his conse- 
quence in the world, could have pushed out the longitude 
of his common size, as a snail pushes out his horns, or as 
we draw out a perspective. This trifling alteration, not to 
mention the prodi^ous saving it would be in the tear and 
wear of the neck and limb-sinews of many of his majesty's 
liege-subjects, in the way of tossing the head and tiptoe 
strutting, would evidently turn out a vast advantage, in en- 
abling us at once to adjust the ceremonials in making a 
bow, or making way to a great man, and that too within a 
second of the precise spherical angle of reverence, or an 
inch of the particular point of respectful distance, which 
the important creature itself requires ; as a measuring-glaoce 
at its towering altitude would determine the affair like in- 
stinct. 

You are right. Madam, in your idea of poor Mylne's po- 
em, which he has addressed to me. The piece has a good 
deal of merit, but it has one great fault — it is, by far, too 
long. Besides, my success has encouraged such a shoal of 
ill-spawned monsters to crawl into public notice, under the 
title of Scottish Poets, that the very term Scottish Poetry 
borders on the burlesque. When I write to Mr Garfrae, I 
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shall advise him rather to try one of his deceased friend's 
English pieces. I am- prodigioasly hurried with my own 
matters, else I would have requested a perusal of all Mylne*s 
poetic performances, and would have offered his friends my 
assistance in either selecting or correcting what would be 
proper for the press. What it is that occupies me so much, 
and perhaps a little oppresses my present spirits, shall fill 
up a paragraph in some future letter. In the mean time> 
allow me to close this epistle with a few lines done by a 
friend of mine. *•«•*! give you them, that, as 
you have seen the original, you may guess whether one or 
two alterations I have ventured to make in them, be anv 
real improvement. . 

<< Like the fair plant that from our touch withdraws. 
Shrink, mildly fearful, even from applause. 
Be all a mother's fondest hope can dream. 
And all you are, my charming • • * •, seem. 
Straight as the fox-glovej ere her bells disclose, 
Mild as the maiden-blushing hawthorn blows. 
Fair as the fairest of each lovely kind, 
Your form shall be the image of your mind ; 
Your manners shall so true your bouI express, ; 

That all shall long to know the worth they guess ; 
Congenial hearts shall greet with kindred love. 
And even sick'ning envy must approve." 

R. B.* 

* *< These beautiful lines, we have reason to believe, are the 
. production of the lady to whom this letter is addressed." — Currie. 
Bums never writ truer word than when he alludes to the 
monstrous spavtm of poetasters which inundated the public imme- 
' diately after . the merits of bis muse were universally acknow- 
ledged. It is amusing to read the effusions of some of these 
blockheads, many of whom affect to hold in sovereign contempt 
the jgenius of that great one who had the sin upon his head of 
calling into existence so vast a crowd of wretched scribblers, and 
self-satisfied but truly contemptible imitators. A collection of 
the choicest flowers, culled from the numerous works of these 
obscure Scottish rhymsters, would be no mean contribution to 
- whatever can amuse, if not delight and instruct the age. — M. 

n2 
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No, CXLVL 

TO THE REV. P. CARFRAE. 

1789. 
Rev. Sir, 

I DO not recollect that I have ever felt a severer pang of 
shame, than on looking at the date of your obliging letter 
which accompanied Mr Mylne's poem. 

I am much to blame : the honour Mr Mylne has done 
me, greatly enhanced in its value by the endearing, though 
melancholy circumstance, of its being the last production 
of his muse, deserved a better return. • 

I have, as you hint, thought of sending a copy of the 
poem to some periodical publication; but, on second 
thoughts, I am afraid that, in the present case, it would be 
an improper step. My success, perhaps as much accidental 
as merited, has brought an inundation of nonsense under 
the name of Scottish poetr}\ Subscription-bills for Scot- 
tish poems, have so dunned, and daily do dun the public, 
that the very name is in danger of contempt. For these 
reasons, if publishing any of Mr Mylne*s poems in a ma- 
gazine, &c. be at all prudent, in my opinion it certainly 
should not be a Scottish poem. The profits of the labours 
of a man of genius, are, I hope, as honourable as any pro- 
fits whatever ; and Mr Mylne's relations are most justly 
entitled to that honest harvest which fate has denied him- 
self to reap. But let the friends of Mr Mylne's fame 
(among whom I crave the honour of ranking myself,) ail- 
ways keep in eye his respectability as a man and as a poet, 
and take no measure that, before the world knows any thing 
about him, would risk his name and character being classed 
with the fools of the times. 

I have, Sir, some experience of publishing ; and the way 
in which I would proceed with Mr Mylne's poems, is this : 
— I will publish, in two or three English and Scottish pub- 
lic papers, any one of his English poems which should, by 
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private judges, be tliought the most excellent, and mention 
it, at the same time, as one of the productions of a Lothian 
farmer of respectable cliaracter, lately deceased, whose po- 
ems his friend^ had it in idea to publish soon by subscrip- 
tion, for the sake of his numerous family ; not in pity to 
that family, but in justice to what his friends think the po- 
etic merits of the deceased ; and to secure, in tlie roost 
effectual manner, to those tender connexions, whose right 
it is, the pecuniary reward of those merits. 

R. B.* 



* In the preceding letter to this, Burns has alluded to Mr 
Mylne, and we have no reason to doubt that he was an aspir- 
ant for fame in Scottish poetry, with little of the poet in him. 
The letter from the Rev. Peter Carfrae explains the subject on 
which he solicited Bums* advice : — 

" 2rf Jan., 1789. 

** Sir, — If you have lately seen Mrs Dunlop of Dunlop, you haVe 
certainly heard of the author of the verses which accompany this 
letter. He was a man highly respectable for every accomplish- 
ment and virtue which adorns the character of a man or a Chris- 
tian. ' To a great degree of literature, of taste, and poetic ge- 
nius, was added an invincible modesty of temper, which prevented, 
in a great degree, his figuring in life, and confined the perfect 
knowledge of his character and talents to the small circle of his 
chosen friends. He was untimely taken from us a few weeks ago, 
by an inflammatory fever, in the prime of life; beloved by all 
who ei^oyed bis acquaintance, and lamented by all who have any 
regard for virtue or genius. There is a woe pronounced in Scripture 
against the person whom all men speak well of; if ever that woe fell 
upon the head of mortal man, it fell upon him. He has left behind 
him a considerable number of compositions, chiefly poetical, suf- 
ficient, I imagine, to make a. lai^e octavo volume. In particular, 
two complete and regular tragedies, a farce of three acts, and 
some smaller poems on different subjects. It falls to my share, 
who have lived in the most intimate and uninterrupted friend- 
ship with him from my youth upwards, to transmit to you the 
verses he wrote on the publication of your incomparable poems. 
It is probable they were his last, as they were found ii^ his scru- 
toire, folded up with the form of a letter addressed to you, and, 
I imagine, were only prevented from being sent by himself, by 
that melancholy dispensation which we still bemoan. The verses 
themselves I will not pretend to criticise when writing to a gen- 
tleman whom I consider as entirely qualified to judge of their 
merit They are the onlv verses he seems to have attempted in 

n3 
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No. CXLVII. 
TO DR MOORE. 

Ellisland, 2Qd March, 1789. 
Sir, 

The gentleman who will deliver you this is a Mr Niel- 
son, a worthy clergyman in my neighbourhood, and a very 
particular acquaintance of mine. As I have troubled him 
with this packet, I must turn him over to your goodness, to 
recompense him for it in a way in which he much needs 
your assistance, and where you can effectually serve him. 
Mr Kielson is on his way for France, to wait on his Grace 
of Queensberry, on some little business of a good deal of 
importance to him, and he wishes for your instructions 
respecting the most eligible mode of travelling, &c. for him, 
when he has crossed the channel. I should not have dared 
to take this liberty with you, but that I am told, by those 
.who have the honour of your personal acquaintance, that 
to be a poor honest Scotchman is a letter of recommenda- 
tion to you, and that to have it in your power to serve such 
a character, gives you much pleasure. 

The inclosed ode is a compliment to the memory of the 
late Mrs Oswald of Auchencruive. You probably knew 

the Scottish style; and I hesitate not to say, in general, that they 
will bring no dishonour on the Scottish muse : and allow me to 
add, that, if it is your opinion they are not unworthy of the au- 
thor, and will be no discredit to you» it is the inclination of Mr 
Mylne's friends that they should be immediately published in 
some periodical work, to give the world a specimen of what may 
be expected from his performances in the poetic line, which, per- 
haps, will be afterwards published for the advantage of his family. 



" I must b^ the favour of a letter from you, acknowledging 
the receipt of this, and to be allowed to subscribe myself, with 
great regard, 

" Sir, your most obedient servant, 

" P. Carfrae." 
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her personally, an honour of which I cannot boast ; but I 
spent my early years in her neighbourhood, and among her 
servants and tenants. I know that she was detested with the 
most heartfelt cordiality. However, in the particular part 
of her conduct^ which roused my poetic wrath, she was 
much less blameable. In January last, on my road to Ayr- 
shire, I had put up at Bailie Whigham's, in Sanquhar, the 
only tolerable inn in the place. The frost was keen, and 
the grim evening and howling wind were ushering in a 
night of snow and drift. My horse and I were both much 
iatigued with the labours of the day, and just as my friend 
the Bailie and I were bidding defiance to the storm, over a 
smoking bowl, in wheels the funeral pageantry of the late 
great Mrs Oswald, and poor I am forced to brave all the 
horrors of the tempestuous night, and jade my horse, my 
young favourite horse, whom I had just christened Pegasus, 
twelve miles farther on, through the wildest moors and hills 
of Ayrsliire, to New Cumnock, the next inn. The powers 
of poesy and prose sink under me, when I would describe 
what I felt. Suffice it to say, that when a good fire at New 
Cumnock liad so £sLt recovered my frozen sinews, I sat down 
and wrote the inclosed ode.* 

* The ode alluded to is printed in vol. i. p. 187. Two monthn 
afterwards Dr Moore returned the following reply : — 

** CL1PF0E0.STRBBT, lOth JufU, 1789. 

** Dear Snt* — ^I thank yoo for the different communications you 
.have made me of your occasional productions in manuscript, all 
of which have merit, and some of them merit of a different kind 
from what appears in the poems you have published. You ought 
carefully to preserve all your occasional productions, to correct 
and improve them at your leisure ; and when you can select as 
many of these as will make a volume, publish it either at Edin- 
burgh or London by subscription : on such an occasion, it may 
be in my power, as it is very much in my inclination, to be of 
service to you. 

'* If I were to offer an opinion, it would be, that, in your fu- 
ture productions, you should abandon the Scottish stanza and 
dialect, and adopt the measure and language of modern English 
poetry. 
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I was at Edinburgh lately, and settled finally with Mr 
Creech ; and I must own, that, at last, he has been ami- 
cable and fair with me. 

R.B. 

" The stanza which you use in imitation of ' Christ Kirk on 
the Green/ with the tiresome repetition of ' that day,* is fa- 
tiguing to English ears, and I should think not very agreeable to 
Scottish. 

" All the fine satire and humour of your < Holy Fair,' is lost 
on the English ; yet, without more trouble to yourself, you could 
have conveyed the whole to them. The same is true of some of 

your other poems. In your Epistle to J. S , the stanzas 

from that beginning with this line, * This life, so far's I under- 
stand,' to that which ends with, * Short while it grieves,' are 
easy, flowing, gaily philosophical, and of Horatian elegance, — the 
language is English, with a few Scottish words, and some of those 
so harmonious as to add to the beauty ; for what poet would not 
prefer gloaming to twilight ? 

" I imagine, that by carefully keeping, and occasionally polish- 
ing and correcting those verses which the muse dictates, you will, 
within a year or two, have another volume as laige as the first* 
ready for the press ; and this, without diverting you from every 
proper attention to the study and practice of husbandry, in which 
I understand you are very learned, and which I fancy you will 
choose to adhere to as a wife, while poetry amuses you from time 
to time as a mistress. The former, like a prudent wife, must not 
show ill humour, although you retain a sneaking kindness to this 
afi^reeable gipsy, and pay her occasional visits, which in no manner 
alienates your heart from your lawful spouse, but tends, on the 
contrary, to promote her interest. 

** I desired Mr Cadell to write to Mr Creech to send you a 
copy of Zeluco. This performance has had great success here ; 
but I shall be glad to have your opinion of it, because I value 
your opinion, and because I know you are above saying what you 
do not think. 

" I beg you will offer my best wishes to my very good friend, 
Mrs Hamilton, who, I understand, is your neighbour. If she is 
as happy as I wish her, she is happy enough. Make my compli- 
ments also to Mrs Burns ; and believe me to be, with sincere 
esteem, 

" Dear Sir, yours* &c.** 
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No. CXLVIII. 

TO MR HILL. 

Elusland, 2d April, 1789. 

< I WILL make no encuse, my dear Bibliopolus, (God for- 
give me for murdering language !) that I have sat down to 
write you on this vile paper. 

It is economy. Sir ; it is that cardinal virtue, prudence ; 
so I beg you will sit down, and either compose or borrow 
a panegyric If you are going to borrow, apply to # * * # 
to compose, or ratlier to compound, something very clever 
on my remarkable frugality; that I write to one of my 
most esteemed friends on this wretched paper, which was 
originally intended for the venal fist of some drunken ex* 
ciseman, to take dirty notes in a miserable vault of an ale- 
cellar. 

O Frugality ! thou mother of ten thousand blessings, — 
thou cook of &t beef and dainty greens !-— thou manu&c- 
turer of warm Shetland hose, and comfortable surtouts !•— 
thou old housewife, darning thy decayed stockings with thy 
ancient spectacles on thy aged nose I — ^lead me, hand me in 
thy clutching palsied fist, up those heights, and through tliose 
thickets, hitherto inaccessible, and impervious to my an- 
xious, weary feet : — ^not those Parnassian crags, bleak and 
barrio, where the hungry worshippers of fame are, breath- 
less, clambering, hanging between heaven and hell ; but 
those glittering difis of Potosi, where the all«6uf|cient, 
all-powerful deity, wealth, holds his immediate court of joys 
and pleasures ; where the sunny exposure of plenty, and 
the hot walls of profusion, produce those blissful firuits of 
luxury, exotics in this world, and natives of paradise ! — 
Thou withered sibyl, my sage conductress, usher me into 
thy refulgent, adored presence ! — The power, splendid and 
potent as he now is, was once the puling nursling of thy 
feithful care and tender arms ! Call me thy son, thy cousin. 
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thy kinsman, or favourite, and adjure the god by the scenes 
of his infant years, no longer to repulse me as a stranger, 
or an alien, but to favour me with his peculiar countenance 
and protection ! He daily bestows his greatest kindness on 
the undeserving and the worthless, — assure him that I bring 
ample documents of meritorious demerits ! Pledge your- 
self for me, that, for the glorious cause of lucre, I will do 
any thing, be any thing ; but the horse-leech of private op- 
pression, or the vulture of public robbery ! 

But to descend from heroics. 

I want a Shakspeare ; I want likewise an English dic- 
tionary, — Johnson's, I suppose, is best. In these and all 
my prose commissions, the cheapest is always the best for 
me. There is a small debt of honour that I owe Mr Robert 
Cl^horn, in Saughton Mills, my worthy friend, and your 
well-wisher. Please give him, and urge him to take it, the 
first time you see him, ten shillings worth of any thing you< 
have to sell, and place it to my account. 

The library scheme that I mentioned to you is already 
begun under the direction of Captain RiddeL There is 
another in emulation of it going on at Closebum, under 
the auspices of Mr Monteith of Closebum, which will be 
on a greater scale than ours. Captain Riddel gave his in- 
fant society a great many of his old books, else I had writ- 
ten you on that subject ; but, one of these days, I shall 
trouble you with a commission for " The Monkland 
Friendly Society," — a copy of * The Spectator,' • Mirror,* 
and * Lounger,' * Man of Feeling,* * Man of the World, * 
* Guthrie's Geographical Grammar,' with some religious 
pieces, will likely be our first order. 

When I grow richer, I will write to you on gilt-post, to 
make amends for this sheet. At present every guinea has 
a five guinea errand with, 

My dear Sir, 
Your faithful, poor, but honest friend, 

R. a 
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No. CXLIX. 
TO MRS DUNLOP. 

Elusland, 4th April, 1789. 

I NO sooner hit on any poetic plan or fancy, but I wish 
to send it to you ; and if knowing and reading these give 
half the pleasure to you, that communicating them to yoa 
gives to me, I am satisfied. 

I have a poetic whim in my head, which I at present 
dedicate, or rather inscribe, to the Right Hon. Charles 
James Fox ; but how long that fancy may hold, I cannot 
say. A few of the first lines 1 have just rough sketched as 
follows : — 

SKETCH. 

How wisdom and folly meet, mix, and unite ; 
How virtue and vice blend their black and their white ; 
How genius, the illustrious father of fiction. 
Confounds rule and law, reconciles contradiction — 
I sing: if, these mortals, the critics, should bustle, 
I care not, not I, let the critics go whistle. 

But now for a patron, whose name and whose glory. 
At once may illustrate and honour my story. 

Thou first of our orators, first of our wits ; 
Yet whose parts and acquirements seem mere lucky hits ; 
With knowledge so vast, and with judgment so strong, 
No man with the half of 'em e*er went far wrong ; 
With passions so potent, and fancies so bright, 
Ho man with the half of 'em e'er went quite right ; 
A sorry, poor misbegot son of the muses, 
For using thy name offers fifty excuses. 

See voL ii. page 16. 

On the 20th current I hope to have the honour of assur- 
ing you, in person, how sincerely I am, 

R. B. 



/ 
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No. CL. 

TO MRS M*MURDO, DRUMLANRIG. 

Ellisland, 2d May, 1789. 
Madam, 
I HAVE finished the piece which had the happy fortune 
to be honoured with your approbation ; and never did little 
Miss with more sparkling pleasure show her applauded 
sampler to partial Mamma, than I now send my poem to 
you and Mr M'Murdo, if he is returned to Drumlanrig. 
You cannot easily imagine what thin-skinned animals — 
what sensitive plants poor poets are. How do we shrink 
into the imbittered corner of self-abasement, when neglect- 
ed or condemned by those to whom we look up ! and how 
do we, in erect importance, add another cubit to our stature 
on being noticed and applauded by those whom we honour 
and respect I My late visit to Drumlanrig has, I can tell 
you, Madam, given me a balloon waft up Parnassus, where 
on my fancied elevation I regard my poetic self with no 
small degree of complacency. Surely with all their sins, 
the rhyming tribe are not ungrateful creatures. — I recollect 
your goodness to your humble guest — I see Mr M'Murdo 
adding to the politeness of the gentleman, the kindness of a 
friend, and my heart swells as it would burst, with warm 
emotions and ardent wishes ! It may be it is not gratitude 
— ^it may be a mixed sensation. That strange, shifting, 
doubling animal man is so generally, at best, but a negative, 
often a worthless creature, that we cannot see real goodness 
and native worth without feeling the bosom glow with sym- 
pathetic approbation. 

With every sentiment of grateful respect, 
I have the honour to be. 
Madam, 
Your obliged and grateful humble servant, 

R. B. 



1 
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No. CLI. 

TO MR CUNNINGHAM. 

Ellislamd, 4th May, 17Q9. 
My dear Sir, 

Your duty-free favour of the 26th April I received two 
days ago ; I will not say I perused it vnth pleasure ; that 
is the cold compliment of ceremony ; I perused it. Sir, with 
delicious satis&ction ; — in short, it is such a letter, that not 
you, nor your friend, but the legislature, by express proviso 
in their postage laws, should frank. A letter informed with 
the soul of friendship is such an honour to human naturt, 
that they should order it free ingress and egress to and from 
their bags and mails, as an encouragement and mark of 
distinction to supereminent virtue. 

I have just put the last hand to a little poem, which I 
think will be something to your taste. One morning lately, 
as I was out pretty early in the fields, sowing some gra^ 
seeds, I heard the burst of a shot from a neighbouring plan- 
tation, and presently a poor little wounded hare came crip- 
pling by roe. You will guess my indignation at the inhuman 
fellow who could shoot a hare at this season, when all of 
them have young ones. Indeed there is something in that 
business of destroying for our sport individuak in the ani- 
mal creation that do not injure us materially, which I could 
never reconcile to my ideas of virtue. 

lohamaii man 1 curse on thy barb'rous art. 

And blasted be thy murder-aiming eye I 

May neyer pity soothe thee with a sigh. 
Nor ever pleasure glad thy cruel heart ! 

Go live, poor wanderer of the wood and field 

The bitter little that of life remains ; 

No more the thickening brakes or verdant plains. 
To thee a home, or food, or pastime yield.' 

4 ' o 
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Seek, mangled innocent, some wonted form ; 
That wonted fonn, alas \ thy dying bed, 
The sheltering rushes whistling o'er thy head, 

The cold earth with thy blood-stain'd bosom warm. 

Perhaps a mother's anguish adds its woe ; 

The playful pair crowd fondly hy thy side ; 

Ah I helpless nurslings, who will now provide 
That life a mother only can bestow ? 

Oft as by winding Nith, I, musing, wait 
The sober eve, or hail the cheerful dawn, 
ril miss thee sporting o'er the dewy lawn, 

And curse the ruthless wretch, and mourn thy hapless fate. 

Let me know how you like my poem. I am doubtful 
whether it would not be an improvement to keep out the 
last stanza but one altogether. 

Cruikshank is a glorious production of the author of 
man. You, he, and the noble Colonel* of the Crochallau 
Fencibles are to me 

" Dear as the ruddy drops which warm my heart.*' 

I have got a good mind to make verses on you all, to the 
tune of * Three gruid fellows ayont the fflen* 

R. B.t 

• That is, William Dunbar, W. S. 
f The poem in the above letter had also been sent by our Bard 
to Dr Gregory for his criticism. The following is that gentle- 
man's reply : — 

** Edinburgh, 2d June, 1789. 
** Dear Sir, — I take the first leisure hour I could command, 
to thank you for your letter, and the copy of verses inclosed in 
it. As there is real poetic merit, I mean both fancy and tender- 
ness, and some happy expressions in them, I think they well de- 
serve that you should revise them carefully, and polish them to 
the utmost. This I am sure you can do if you please, for you 
have great command both of expression and of rhymes : and you 
may judge from the two last pieces of Mrs Hunter's poetry, that 
I gave you, how much correctness and high polish enhance the 
value of such compositions. As you desire it, I shall, with great 
freedom, give you my most rigorous criticisms on your verses. I 
wish you wou^d give me another edition of them, much amended, 
and I will send it to Mrs Hunter, who» I am sure, will have mud. 
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No. CLII. 

TO MR SAMUEL BROWN, 

M0SSGIEL» 4th May, 1789. 
Dear Uncle, 

This, I hope, will find you and your conjugal yoke-fellow 

in your good old way ; I am impatient to know if the Ailsa 

fowling be commenced for this season yet, as I want three 

or four stones of feathers, and I hope you will bespeak them 

pleasure in reading it. Pray giye me likewise for myself, and 
her too, a copy (as much amended as you please) of the * Water 
Fowl on Loch Turit* 

** ' The Wounded Hare* is a pretty good subject; but the measure 

or stanza you have chosen for it is not a good one ; it does not 

Jlow well ; and the rhyme of the fourth line is almost lost by its 

distance from the first^ and the two interposed close rhymes. If 

I were you, I would put it into a different stanza yet. 

" Stanza 1. The execrations in the first two lines are too 
strong or coarse ; but they may pass. ' Murder-aiming* is a 
bad compound epithet, and not very intelligible. 'Blood-stained,' 
in stanza iii. line 4, has the same fault : Bleeding bosom is in- 
finitely better. You have accustomed yourself to such epithets, 
and have no notion how stiff and quaint they appear to others, 
and how incongruous with poetic fancy and tender sentiments. 
Suppose Pope had written, *Why that blood-stained bosom 
goreid,* how would you have liked it ? Form is neither a poetic, 
nor a dignified, nor a plain common word : it is a mere sports- 
man's word ; unsuitable to pathetic or serious poetry. 

'* * Mangled* is a coarse word. * Innocent,* in this sense, is a 
nursery word, but both may pass. 

" Stanza 4. * Who will now provide that life a mother only can 
bestow?* will not do at all : it is not grammar — ^it is not intelli- 
gible. Do you mean, * provide for that life which the mother 
had bestowed and used to provide for ?* 

" There was a ridiculous slip of the pen, < Feeling* (I suppose) 
for * Fellow,* in the title of your copy of verses ; but even fellow 
would be wrong ; it is but a colloquial and vulgar word, unsuit- 
able to your sentiments. ' Shot* is improper too. — On seeing a 
verson (or a sportsman) wound a hare ; it is needless to add with 
what weapon ; but if you think otherwise, you should say, with a 
fowling-piece, 

" Let me see you when you come to town, and I will show you 
lome more of Mrs Hunter's poems.*' 

o2 
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for me. It would be a vaia attempt for me to enumerate 
the various trausactions I have been engaged in since I saw 
you list, but this know, — I am engaged in a smuggling 
trade, and God knows if ever any poor man experienced 
better returns, two for one, but as freight and delivery have 
turned out so dear, I am thinking of taking out a license 
and beginning in fair trade. I have taken a farm on the 
borders of the Nith, and in imitation of the old patriarchs, 
get men-servants and maid-servants, and flocks and herds, 
and beget sons and daughters. 

Your obedient Nephew, 



No. CLIII. 
TO RICHARD BROWN. 

Mauchuns, 2Ut May, 1789. 
My dear Friend, 

I WAS in the country by accident, and hearing of your 

safe arrival, I could not resist th^ temptation of wishing you 

joy on your return, — wishing you would write to me before 

you sail again, — wishing you would always set me down as 

your bosom friend, — wishing you long life and prosperity, 

and that every good thing may attend you, — wishing Mrs 

Brown and your little ones as free of tlie evils of this world 

It must be admitted, that this criticism is not more distinguish- 
ed by its good sense, than by its freedom from ceremony. It is 
impossible not to smile at the manner in which the poet may be 
supposed to have received it. In fact it appears, as the sailors 
say, to have thrown h^m quite aback. In a letter which he wrote 
soon after, he says " Dr Gregory is a good man, but he crucifies 
me." And again, ** I believe in the iron justice of Dr Gregory ; 
but, like the devils, I believe and tremble." However, he pro- 
fited by these criticisms, as the reader will find by comparing 
this first edition of the poem with that published, Vol. I. p. 239, 
— Currie. 
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as is consistent with humanity, — ^wishing you and she were 
to make two at the ensuing lying-in, with which Mrs B. 
threatens very soon to favour me, — wishing I had longer 
time to write to you at present ; and, finally, wishing that 
if there is to be another state of existence, Mr B., Mrs B. 
our little ones, and both families, and you and I, in some 
snug retreat, may make a jovial party to all eternity I 
My direction is at Ellisland, near Dumfries. 

Yours, R. B. 



No. CLIV. 

TO MR JAMES HAMILTON* 

Ellisland, 26M Afoy, 1789. 
Dear Sir, 

I SEND you by John Glover, carrier, the above account 
for Mr Turnbull, as I suppose you know his address. 

I would fain offer, my dear Sir, a word of sympatliy with 
your misfortunes ; but it is a tender string, and 1 know not 
how to touch it. It is easy to flourish a set of high-flown 
sentiments on the subjects that would give great satisfaction 
to — a breast quite at ease ; but as one observes, who was 
very seldom mistaken in the theory of life, " The heart 
knoweth its own sorrows, and a stranger intermeddleth not 
therewith." 

Among some distressful emergencies that I have ex- 
perienced in life, I ever laid this down as my foundation of 
comfort — That he who has lived the life of an honest 
man^ has by no means lived in vain I 

* Mr James Hamilton was a grocer in Glasgow, who had in- 
terested himself in the Poet's fortunes at one time; but who, 
apparently from the tenor of the present letter, appears to have 
latterly suffered from losses in business. — M. 

o3 
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With every wish for your welfare and future success, 

I am, my dear Sir, 

Sincerely yours, 



No. CLV. 
TO WILLIAM CREECH, ESQ. 

Ellisland, dO^A May, 1789. 
Sib, 

I HAD intended to have troubled you with a loiijg letter, 
but at present the delightful sensations of an omnipotent 
tooth-ache so engross all my inner man, as to put it out of 
my power even to write nonsense. However, as in duty 
bound, I approach my bookseller with an offering in my 
hand — a few poetic clinches, and a song : — to expect any 
other kind of offering from the Rhyming Tribe would be 
to know them much less than you do. [ do not pretend 
that there is much merit in these morceattx; but I have two 
reasons for sending them ; primo, they are mostly ill- 
natured, so are in unison with my present feelings, while 
iif^y troops of infernal spirits are driving post from ear to 
ear along my jaw bones ; and secondly, they are so short, 
that you cannot leave off in the middle, and so hurt my 
pride in the idea that you found any work of mine too 
heavy to get through. 

I have a request to beg of you, and I not only beg of 
you, but conjure you, by all your wishes and by all your 
hopes, that the muse will spare the satiric wink in the mo- 
ment of your foibles ; that she will warble the song of rap- 
ture round your hymeneal coudi ; and tliat she will shed 
on your turf the honest tear of elegiac gratitude ! Grant 
my request as speedy as possible — send me by tlie very Hrst 
fly or coach for this place three copies of the last edition of 
my poems, which place to my account. 
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Now may the good things of prose, and the good things 
of verse, come among thy hands, until they be filled with 
the good things of this life, prayeth 

R, B. 



No. CLVI. 
TO MR M*AULEY, OF DUMBARTON. 

Ellisland, 4^A June, 1789. 
Dear Sir, 

Though I am not without my fears respecting my fate, 
at that grand, universal inquest of right and wrong, com- 
monly called The Last Z>ay, yet I trust there is one sin, 
which that arch-vagabond, Satan, who I understand is to 
be king's evidence, cannot throw in my teeth, I mean in- 
gratitude. There is a certain pretty large quantum of kind- 
ness for which I remain, and from inability, I fear must 
still remain, your debtor ; but though unable to repay the 
debt, I assure you, Sir, I shall ever warmly remember the 
obligation. It gives me the sincerest pleasure to hear by 
my old acquaintance, Mr Kennedy, that you are, in im- 
mortal Allan's language, ** Hale, and weel, and living ;*' 
and that your charming family are well, and promising to 
be an amiable and respectable addition to the company of 
performers, whom the Great Manager of the Drama of 
Man is bringing into action for the succeeding age. 

With respect to my wel&re, a subject in which you once 
warmly and effectively interested yourself, I am here in my 
old way, holding my plough, marking the growth of my 
corn, or the health of my dairy ; and at times sauntering 
by the delightful windings of the Nith, on the margin of 
which I liave built my humble domicile, praying for season- 
able weather, or holding an intrigue with the Muses ; the 
only gypsies with whom I have now any intercourse. As 
I am entered into the holy state of matrimony, I trust my 
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face is turned completely Zioo-ward ; and as it is a rule 
\rith all honest fellows to repeat no grievances, I hope 
that the little poetic licences of former days will of course 
&11 under the oblivious influence of some good-natured 
statute of celestial prescription. In my family devotion, 
which, like a good presbyterian, I occasionally give to my 
household folks, I am extremely fond of the psalm, " Let 
not the errors of my youth,*' &c. and that other, ''Lo, 
children are God*s heritage,'' &c. in which last Mrs Burns, 
who by the bye has a glorious " wood-note wild" at either 
old song or psalmody, joins me with the pathos of Handel's 
Messiah. 

R. B« 



No. CLVII. 

TO MR ROBERT AINSLIE. 

. Ellisland, SthJune, 1789. 
My dear Friend, 

I AM perfectly ashamed of myself when I look at the date 
of your last. It is not that I forget the friend of my heart 
and the companion of my peregrinations ; but I have been 
condemned to drudgery beyond sufferance, though not, 
thank God, beyond redemption. I have had a collection of 
poems by a lady put into my hands to prepare them for the 
press ; which horrid task, with sowing corn with my own 
hand, a parcel of masons, wrights, plasterers, &c. to attend 
to, roaming on business through Ayrshire— all this was 
against me, and the very first dreadful article was of itself 
too much for me. 

13th. I have not had a moment to spare from incessant 
toil since the 8th. Life, my dear Sir, is a serious matter. 
You know by experience that a man's individual self is a 
good deal, but believe me, a wife and family of children, 
whenever you have the honour to be a husband and a 
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father, will show you that your present and most anxious 
hours of solitude are spent on trifles. The welfare of those 
who are very dear to us, whose only support, hope, and 
stay we are— this, to a generous mind, is another sort of 
more important object of care than any concerns whatever 
which centre merely in the individual. On the other hand, 
let no young, unmarried, rakehelly dog among you, make a 
song of his pretended liberty and freedom from care. If 
the relations we stand in to king, country, kindred, and 
friends, be any thing but the visionary fancies of dreaming 
metaphysicians ; if religion, virtue, magnanimity, generosity, 
humanity and justice, be aught but empty sounds ; then 
the man who may be said to live only for others, for the 
beloved, honourable female, whose tender faithful embrace 
endears life, and for the helpless little innocents who are to 
be the men and women, the worshippers of his God, the 
subjects of his king, and the support, nay the very vital 
existence of his country, in the ensuing age ;— compare 
such a man with any fellow whatever, who, whether he 
bustle and push in business among labourers, clerks, states, 
men ; or whether he roar and rant, and drink and sing in 
taverns — a fellow over whose grave no one will breathe a 
single heigh-ho, except from the cobweb-tie of what is called 
good fellowship — who has no view nor aim but what termi* 
nates in himself — if there be kny grovelling earth-born 
wretch of our species, a renegado to common sense, who 
would fain believe that the noble creature man, is no better 
than a sort of fungus, generated out of nothing, nobody 
knows how, and soon dissipating in nothing, nobody knows 
where ; such a stupid beast, such a crawling reptile, might 
balance the foregoing unexaggerated comparison, but no 
one else would have the patience. 

Forgive me, my dear Sir, for this long silence. To make 
you amenfU, I shall send you soon, and more encouraging 
still, without any postage, one or two rhymes of my later 
manufacture. R. B. 
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No. CLVni. 
TO MR M'MURDO. 

Ellisland, 19M Jufu^ 1789. 
Sir, 

A POET and a beggar are, in so many points of view, alike, 
that one might take them for the same individual character 
under different designations ; were it not that though, with 
a trifling poetic license, most poets may be styled beggars, 
yet the converse of the proposition does not hold that every 
beggar is a poet. In one particular, however, they remark* 
abjy agree ; if you help either tlie one or the other to a 
mug of ale, or the picking of a bone, they will ver}' willingly 
repay you with a song. This occurs to me at present, as I 
have just despatched a well-lined rib of John Kirkpatrick's 
Highlander ; a bargain for which I am indebted to you, in 
the style of our ballad printers, " Five excellent new songs.** 
The inclosed is nearly my newest song, and one that has 
cost me some pains, though that b but an equivocal mark 
of its excellence. Two or three others, which I have by 
me, shall do themselves the honour to wait on your after 
leisure : petitioners for admittance into favour, must not 
harass the condescension of their benefactor. 

You see. Sir, what it is to patronise a poet 'Tis like 
being a magistrate in a petty borough ; you do them the 
&vour to preside in their council for one year, and your 
name bears the prefatory stigma of Bailie for life. 

With, not the compliments, but the best wishes, the sin- 
cerest prayers of the season for you, that you may see many 
and happy years with Mrs M'Murdo, and your family; 
two blessings by the bye, to which your rank does not, by 
any means, entitle you ; a loving wife and fine family being 
almost the only good things of this life to which the farm* 
house and cottage have an exclusive right, 
I have the honour to be. Sir, 

Your much indebted and very humble servant, R. B. 
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No. CLIX. 

TO MRS DUNLOP. 

Elusland, 2lst JunCf 1789. 
Dear Madam, 

Will you take the effusions, the miserable effusions ot 
low spirits, just as they flow from their bitter spring ? I 
know not of any particular cause for this worst of all my 
foes besetting me ; but for some time my soul has been be- 
clouded with a thickening atmosphere of evil imaginations 
and gloomy presages. 

Monday Mvening, 

I have just heard Mr Kirkpatrick preach a sermon. He 
IS a man famous for his benevolence, and I revere him : 
but from such ideas of my Creator, good Lord, deliver me! 
Religion, my honoured friend, is surely a simple business, 
as it equally concerns the ignorant and the learned, the 
poor and the rich. That there is an incomprehensible 
Great Being, to whom I owe my existence, and that be 
must be intimately acquainted with the operations and 
progress of the internal machinery, and consequent outward 
deportment of this creature which he has made ; these are, 
I think, self-evident propositions. That there is a real and 
eternal distinction between virtue and vice, and consequent- 
ly, that I am an accountable creature ; that from the seem- 
ing nature of the human mind, as well as from the evident 
imperfection, nay, positive injustice, in the administration 
of affairs, both in the natural and moral worlds, there must 
be a retributive scene of existence beyond the grave ; must, 
I think, be allowed by every one who will give himself a 
moment's reflection. I will go farther, and affirm, that 
from the sublimity, excellence* and purity of his doctrine 
and precepts, unparalleled by all the aggregated wisdom and 
learning of many preceding ages, though, to appearance, he 
himself was the obscurest and most illiterate of our species ; 
therefore Jesus Christ was from God. 
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Whatever mitigates the woes, or increases the happiness 
of others, this is my criterion of goodness ; and whatever 
injures society at large, or any individual in it, this is my 
measure of iniquity. 

What think you, madam, of my creed ? I trust tliat I 
liave said nothing that will lessen me in the eye of one» 
whose good opinion I value almost next to the approbation 
of my own mind. 

X R. C 



No. CLX. 
TO MR 



1789. 
My dear Sir, 

The hurry of a farmer in this particular season, and the 
indolence of a poet at all times and seasons, will, 1 hope, 
plead my excuse for neglecting so long to answer your ob- 
liging letter of the 5th of August. 

That you have done well in quitting your laborious con* 
cern in * • • • I do not doubt ; the weighty reasons you 
mention, were, I hope very, and deservedly indeed, weighty 
ones, and your health is a matter of the last importance ; 
but whether tlie remaining proprietors of the paper have 
also done well, is what I much doubt* The * ' * *, so far 
as I was a reader, exhibited such a brilliancy of point, such 
an elegance of paragraph, and such a variety of intelli- 
gence, that I can hardly conceive it possible to continue a 
daily paper in the same degree of excellence : but if there 
was a man who had abilities equal to the task, that man s 
assistance the proprietors have lost 

Wlien I received your letter I was transcribing for * * * * 
my letter to the magistrates of the Canongate, Edinburgh, 
begging their permission to place a tomb-stone over poor 
Fergusson, and their edict in consequence of my petition, 
but now I shall send them to — — . Poor Fergusson I 
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If there be a life beyond the grave, which I trust there ii : 
and if there be a good God presiding over all nature, which 
I am sure there is ; thou art now enjoying existence in a 
glorious world, where worth of the heart alone is distinction 
in the man ; where riches, deprived of all their pleasure* 
purchasing powers, return to their native sordid matter ; 
where titles and honours are the disregarded reveries of an 
idle dream : and where that heavy virtue, which is the 
negative consequence of steady dulness, and those thought- 
less, though often destructive follies, which are the unavoid- 
able aberrations of frail human nature, will be thrown into 
equal oblivion as if they had never been ! 

Adieu, my dear Sir ! So soon as your present views and 
schemes are concentred in an aim, I shfdl be glad to hear 
from you ; as your welfare and happiness is by no means a 
subject indifferent to 

Yours, R. B. 



No. CLXI. 
TO MISS WILLIAMS. 

ElXISLAND, 1789. 

Madam, 
Of the many problems in the nature of that wonderful 
creature, man, this is one of the most extraordinar}% that he 
shall go on from day to day, from week to week, from 
month to month, or perhaps from year to year, suffering a 
hundred times more in an hour from the impotent con- 
sciousness of neglecting what he ought to do, than the very 
doing of it would cost him. I am deeply indebted to you, 
first for a most elegant poetic compliment ; then for a 
polite, obliging letter ; and, lastly, for your excellent poem 
on the Slave-Trade ; and yet, wretch that I am ! though 
the debts were debts of honour, and the creditor a lady, I 
have put off* and put off even the very acknowledgment of 
4 p 
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the obligation, until you must indeed be the very angel I 
take you for, if you can forgive me. 

Your poem I have read with the highest pleasure. I 
have a way whenever I read a book, I mean a book in our 
own trade, Madam, a poetic one, and when it is my own 
property, that I take a pencil and mark at the ends of 
▼erses, or note on margins and odd paper, little criticisms of 
approbation or disapprobation as I peruse along. I will 
make no apology for presenting you with a few unconnected 
thoughts that occurred to me in my repeated perusals of 
your poem. I want to show you that I have honesty 
enough to tell you what I take to be truths, even wheo 
they are not quite on the side of approbation ; and I do it 
in the firm faith that you have equal greatness of mind to 
hear them with pleasure. 

I had lately the honour of a letter from Dr Moore, where 
he tells me that he has sent me some books : they are not 
yet come to hand, but I hear they are on the way. 

Wishing you all success in your progress in the path of 
fame ; and that you may equally escape the danger of 
stumbling through incautious speed, or losing ground 
through loitering neglect. 

R. B.* 



* The above letter was addressed to the well-known Helen 
Maria Willianu; TThe following is her answer: — 

*• tth Augtut. 1789. 

" Dear Sir>— I do not lose a moment in returning you my 
sincere acknowledgments for your letter, and your criticism on 
my poem, which is a very flattering proof that you have read it 
with attention. I think your objections are perfectly just, ex- 
cept in one instance. 

** You have indeed been very profuse of panegyric on my little 
performance. A much less portion of applause from you, would 
have been gratifyipg to me; since I think its value depends en- 
tirely upon the source from whence it proceeds — the incense of 
praise, like other incense, is more grateful from the quality, than 
the quantity of the odour. 

*' I hope you still cultivate the pleasures of poetry, vvhich are 
precious even independent of the rewards of fame. Perhaps the 
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No. CLXII. 

TO MR JOHN LOGAN. 

Elublanj), near Dumfries, 1th Aug. 1760. 
Dear Sir, 
I intended to have written you long ere now, and as I 
told you I had gotten three stanzas and a half on my way 
in a poetic epistle to you ; but that old enemy of all good 
ivorkst the devil, threw me into a prosaic mire, and for the 
soul of me I cannot get out of it. I dare not write you a 
long letter, as I am going to intrude on your time with a 
long ballad. I have, as you will shortly see, finished ' The 
Kirk^s Alarm ;* but now that it is done, and that I have 
laughed once or twice at the conceits in some of the stan- 
zas, I am determined not. to let it get into the public; so I 
send you this copy, the first that I have sent to Ayrshire, 
except some few of the stanzas, which I wrote off in embryo 
for Gavin Hamilton, under the express provision and re- 
quest tliat you will only read it to a few of us, and do not 
on any account give, or permit to be taken, any copy of 
the ballad If I could be of any service to Dr M'Gill, I 
would do it, though it should be at a much greater expense 
than irritiiting a few bigotted priests, but I am afraid serving 
him in his present embarras b a task too hard for me. I 
liave enemies enow, God knows, though I do not wantonly 
add to the number. Still, as I think there is some merit in 
two or three of the thoughts, I send it to you as a small, 
but sincere testimony how much, and with what respectful 
esteem, I am, dear Sir, 

Your obliged humble servant, R. B.* 

most valuable property of poetry is its power of disengaging the 
mind from worldly cares, and leading the imagination to the 
richest springs of intellectual enjoyment; since, however fre- 
quently life may be chequered with gloomy scenes, those who 
truly love the Muse, can always find one little path adorned with 
flowers and cheered by sunshine.** 

* This letter fixes the period when Bums completed <The 
Kirk's Alarm.'— M. 

p2 
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No. CLXIII. 

TO MRS DUNLOP. 

Ellibland, 6^ Sept, 1789. 
Dear Madam, • 

I HAVE mentioned in my last, my appointment to the 
Excise, and the birth of little Frank ; who, by the bye, I 
trust will be no discredit to the honourable name of Wal- 
lace, as he has a fine manly countenance, and a figure that 
might do credit to a little fellow two months older ; and 
likewise an excellent good temper, though when he pleases 
he has a pipe, only not quite so loud as the horn that his 
immortal namesake blew as a signal to take out the pin of 
Stirling bridge. 

I had some time ago an epistle, part poetic, and part 
prosaic, from your poetess, Mrs J. Little, a very ingenious, 
but modest composition. I should have written her as she 
requested, but for the hurry of this new business. I have 
heard of her and her compositions in this country ; and I 
am happy to add, always to the honour of her character. 
The fact is, I know not well how to write to her : I should 
sit down to a sheet of paper that I knew not how to stain. 
I am no dab at fine-drawn letter-writing ; and, except when 
prompted by friendship or gratitude, or, which happens ex- 
tremely rarely, inspired by the Muse (I know not her name) 
that presides over epistolary writing, I sit down, when 
necessitated to write, as I would sit down to beat hemp.* 

• Miss Janet Little introduced herself to the Poet's notice by 
the following epistle. She does not appear to have been gifted 
with any lai^e portion of poetic inspiration, if we may be allowed 
to judge from the contents of the volume she has left behind 
her : — 

<* Loudon House, I2th July^ 1789. 
** Sir, — Though I have not the happiness of being personally 
acquainted with you, yet, amongst the number of those who have 
read and admired your publications, may I be permitted to 
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' Some parts of your letter of the 20tb August, struck me 
with the most melancholy concern for the state of your 
mind at present. 
' Would I could write you a letter of comfort, I would sit 

trouble you with this. Yoa must know, Sir, I am tBomewhat in 
love with the Muses, though I cannot boast of any faTours they 
have deigned to confer upon me as yet ; my situation in life has 
been very much against me as to that. I have spent some years 
in and about Ecclefechan, (where my parents reside,) in the sta^ 
tion of a servant, and am now come to Loudon House, at present 

possessed by Mrs H : she is daughter to Mrs Dunlop of 

Dunlop, whom I understand you are particularly acquainted with. 
As I had the pleasure of perusing your poems, I felt a partiality 
for the author, which I should not have experienced had you been 
in a more dignified station. I wrote a few verses of address to 
you which I did not then think of ever presenting; but as for- 
tune seems to have favoured me in this, by bringing me into a 
family by whom you are well known and much esteemed, and 
where perhaps I may have an opportunity of seeing you, I shall, 
in hopes of your future friendship, take the liberty to transcribe 
them. 

Fair fa* the honest rustic swain, 
The pride o' a' our Scottish plain : 
Thou gi'es us joy to hear thy strain, 

And notes sae sweet : 
Old Ramsay's shade reviv*d a^in 

In thee we greet. 

Lov*d Thalia, the delightfu* muse, 
Seem*d lang shut up as a recluse ; 
To all she did her aid refuse, 

Since Allan's day ; 
Till Bums arose, then did she chuse 

To grace his lay. 

To h^ar thy sang all ranks desire, 
Sae weel you strike the dormant lyre ; 
Apollo with poetic fire 

Thy breast does warm ; 
And critics silently admire 

Thy art to charm. 

Csesar and Luath weel can speak, 
'Tis pity e*6r their gabs should steek. 
But into human nature keek. 

And knots unravel : 

p3 
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ddwn to it with as much pleasure, as I would to write an 
epic poem of my own compositioD* that should equal the 
Iliad. Religion, my dear friend, is the true comfort I A 
strong persuasion in a future state of existence ; a proposi- 

To hear their lectures once a week, 
Nine miles I'd travel. 

Thy dedication to G. H., 

An unco bonnie hamespun speech, 

Wi* winsome glee the heart can teach 

A better lesson, 
Than senrile bards, who &wn and fleech 

Like b^gar's messon. 

When slighted love becomes your theme. 
And women's faithless tows you blame ; 
With so much pathos you exclaim. 

In your LAment ; 
But glanc'd by the most frigid dame, 

She would relent. 

The daisy, too, ye sing wi* skill ; 
And weel ye praise the whisky gill ; 
In Tain I blunt my feckless quill 

Your fame to raise ; 
While echo sounds from ilka hill. 

To Bums*s praise^ 

Did Addison or Pope but hear. 

Or Sam, Uiat critic most severe, 

A ploughboy sing with throat sae clear, 

They, in a rage. 
Their works would a* in pieces tear 

And curse your page. 

Sure Milton's eloquence were faint. 
The beauties of your verse to paint ; 
My rude unpolish'd strokes but taint 

Their brilliancy ; 
Th* attempt would doubtless vex a saint, 

And weel may thee. 

The task Til drop, with heart sincere 
To heaven present my humble prayV, 
That all the blessings mortals share* 
May be by turns 
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tlon so obviously probable, that, setting revelation aside, 
every nation and people, so far as investigation has reached, 
for at least near four thousand years, have, in some mode or 
other, firmly believed it In vain would we reason and 
pretend to doubt. I have myself done so to a very daring 
pitch ; but, when I reflected that I was opposing the most 
ardent wishes, and the most darling hopes of good men, and 
flying in the &ce of all human belief, in all ages, I was 
shocked at my own conduct. 

I know not whether I have ever sent you the following 
lines, or if you have ever seen them ; but it is one of my 
favourite quotations, which I keep constantly by me in my 
progress through life, in the language of the book of Job, 

** Against the day of battle and of war** — 
spoken of religion : 

** *tl8 this, my friend, that streaks our morning bright, 
'Tis this that gilds the horror of oar night 
When wealth forsakes us, and when friends are few ; 
When friends are faithless, or when foes pursue ; 

- 'Tis this that wards the blow, or stills the smart, 
Disarms affliction, or repels his dart ; 
Within the breast bids purest raptures rise^ 
Bids smiling consdence spread her cloudless skies.** 



Dispen8*d by an indulgent care, 
To Robert Burns I 

** Sir, I hope you will pardon my boldness in this ; my hand 
trembles while I write to you, conscioua of my unwortbiness of 
what I would most earnestly solicit, viz. your favour and friend- 
ship ; yet hoping you will show yourself possessed of as much 
generosity and |^M>d-natttre as will prevent your exposing what 
may justly be found liable to censnre in this measure, I shall take 
the liberty to subscribe myself, 

"Sir, 
'* Your most obedient humble servant, 

"Janst Little. 

" P. S. If you would condescend to honour me with a few 
lines from your hand, I would take it as a particular fiivour : and 
direct to me at Loudon House, near Galston.*' 
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I have been busy with Zeluco. The Doctor is so ob- 
liging as to request my opinion of it ; and I have been re- 
voWing in my mind some kind of criticisms on novel-writing; 
but it is a depth -beyond my research. I shall, however, 
digest my thoughts on the subject as well as I can. Zeluco 
is a most sterling performance. 

Farewell ! A Dieu, le ban Dieu, je vous commende f 



No. CLXIV. 

TO CAPTAIN RIDDEL, CARSE. 

Ellisland^ 16th Oct.t 1789. 
Sir, 
Big with the idea of this important day at Friars Garse, 

I have watched the elements and skie9 in the full persua- 
sion tiiat they would announce it to the astonished world 
by some phenomena of terrific portent. — ^Yesternight until 
a very late hour did I wait with anxious horror for the 
appearance of some Comet firing half the sky ; or aerial 
armies of sanguinary Scandinavians, darting athwart the 
startled heavens, rapid as the ragged lightning, and horrid 
as those convulsions of nature that bury nations. 

The elements, however, seem to take the matter very 
quietly : they did not even usher in this morning with triple 
suns and a shower of blood, symbolical of the three potent 
heroes, and the mighty claret^hed of the day. — For me, as 
Thomson in his Winter says of the storm — I shall *' Hear 
astonished, and astonished sing" 

The whistle and the man ; I sing 
The man that won the whistle, &e. 

Here are we met, three merry boys, 

Three merry boys I trow are we ; 
And mony a night we've merry been. 

And mony mae we hope to be. 

Wha first shall rise to gang awa, 
A cuckold coward loan is ho : 
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Wha last beside his chair shall fa' 
He is the king amaog us three* 

To leave the heights of Parnassus and come to the hum- 
ble vale of prose. — I have some misgivings that I take too 
much upon me, when I request you to get your guest, Sir 
Robert Lawrie, to frank the two inclosed covers for me, 
the one of them, to Sir William Cunningham, of Robert- 
land, Bart at Kilmarnock, — the other, to Mr Allan Mas- 
terton, Writing-Master, Edinburgh. The first has a kindred 
claim on Sir Robert, as being a brother Baronet, and like- 
wise a keen Fozite ; the other is one of the worthiest men 
in the world, and a man of real genius ; so, allow me to 
say, he has a fraternal claim on you. I want them franked 
for to-morrow, as I cannot get them to the post to-night. 
I shall send a servant again for them in the evening. 
Wishing that you( head may be crowned with laurels to- 
night, and free from aches to-morrow, 

I have the honour to be, Sir, 
Your deeply indebted humble S^ant, 

R. B. 



No. CLXV. 
TO CAPTAIN RIDDEL. 

Elusland, 1769. 

SiB, 

I WISH from my inmost soul it were in my power to give 
you a more substantial gratification and return for all the 
goodness to the poet, than transcribing a few of his idle 
riiymes. — However, "an old song," though to a proverb an 
instance of insignificance, is generally the only coin a poet 
has to pay with. 

If my poems which I have transcribed, and mean still to 
transcribe into your book, were equal to the grateful respect 
and high esteem I bear for the gentleman to whom I pre* 
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sent them, they would be the finest poeros in the language 

As they are, they will at least be a testimony with what 

sincerity I have the honour to be, 

Sir, 
Your devoted humble Servant, 



No. CLXVI. 

TO MR ROBERT AINSLIE 

Blusland, 1st Nov., 1789. 
My dear Friend, 
I HAD written you long ere now, could I have guessed 
where to find you, for I am sure you hate more good sense 
than to waste the. precious days of vacation time in the dirt 
of business and Edinburgh. — Wherever you are, God bless 
you, and lead you not into temptation, but deliver you from 

evil ! 

I do not know if I have informed you that I am now ap- 
pointed to an Excise division, in the middle of which my 
house and farm lie. In this I was extremely lucky. With- 
out ever having been an expectant, as they call their jour- 
neymen excisemen, I was directly planted down to all in- 
tents and purposes an officer of Excise ; there to flourish 
and bring forth fruits — worthy of repentance. 

I know not how the word exciseman, or still more op- 
probrious, gauger, will sound in your ears. I too have seen 
the day when my auditory nerves would have felt very deli- 
cately on this subject ; but a wife and children are things 
whidi have a wonderful power in blunting these kind of 
sensations. Fifty pounds a year for life, and a provision 
for widows and orphans, you will allow is ao bad settlement 
for a poet. For the ignominy of the profession, I liave the 
encouragement which I once heard a recruiting sergeant 
give to a numerous^ if not a respectable audience, in the 



p^u^^njjiu^^ jim^^im^^i 



GJ£NERAL CORRESPONDENCE. 179 

Streets of Kilmarnock. — " Gentlemeo, for your further and 
better encouragement, I can assure you that our regiment 
IS the most blackguard corps under the crown, and conse- 
quently with us an honest fellow has the surest chance for 
preferment." 

You need not doubt that I find several very unpleasant 
and disagreeable circumstances in my business ; but I am 
tired with and disgusted at the language of complaint against 
the evils of life. Human existence in the most fiivourable 
situations does not abound with pleasures, and has its in-* 
conveniences and ills ; capricious foolish man mistakes these 
inconveniences and ills as if they were the peculiar property 
of his particular situation ; and hence that eternal fickle- 
ness, that love of change, which has ruined, and daily does, 
ruin many a fine fellow, as well as many a blockhead, and 
is almost, without exception, a constant source of disap- 
pointment and misery. 

I long to hear from you how you go on — not so much in 
business as in life. Are you pretty well satisfied with your 
own exertions, and tolerably at ease in your internal reflec- 
tions ? Tis much to be a great character as a lawyer, but 
beyond comparison more to be a great character as a man. 
That you may be both the one and the other is the earnest 
wish, and that you will be both is the firm persuasion of. 

My dear Sir, &c. R, B. 



No. CLXVII. 
TO MR RICHARD BROWN. , 

Elxisland, 4th November, 1789. 
I HAVE been so hurried, my ever dear friend, that though 
I got both your letters, I have not been able to command 
an hour to answer them as I wished ; and even now, you 
are to look on this as merely confessing debt, and craving 
days. Few things could have given me so much plesosune 
as the news that vou were once more safe and sound on terra 
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firma, and happy in that place where happiness is alone to 
be found, in die fireside circle. May the benevolent Di- 
rector of all things peculiarly bless you in all those endear- 
ing connections consequent on the tender and venerable 
names of husband and father ! I have indeed been ex- 
tremely lucky in getting an additional income of j650 a- 
year, while, at the same time, the appointment will not cost 
me above ^10 or ^12 per annum of expenses more than I 
must have inevitably incurred. The worst circumstance is, 
that the Excise division which I have got is so extensive, no 
less than ten parishes to ride over ; and it abounds besides 
with so much business, that I can scarcely steal a spare 
moment However, labour endears rest, and both together 
are absolutely necessary for the proper enjoyment of human 
existence. I cannot meet you any where. No less than 
an order from the Board of Excise, at Edinburgh, is neces- 
sary before I can have so much time as to meet you in Ayr- 
shire. But do you come, and see me. We must have a 
social day, and perhaps lengthen it out with half the night, 
before you go again to sea. You are the earliest friend I 
now have on earth, my brothers excepted ; and is not that 
an endearing circumstance ? When you and I first met, 
we were at the green period of human life. The twig 
would easily take a bent, but would as easily return to its 
former state. You and I not only took a mutual bent, but, 
by the melancholy, though strong influence of being both 
of the family of the unfortunate, we were entwined with 
one another in our growth towards advanced age ; and 
blasted be the sacrilegious hand that shall attempt to undo 
the union I You and I must have one biimper to my fa- 
vourite toast, " May the companions^of bur youth be the 
friends of our old age !** Gome and see me one year ; I 
shall see you at Port-Glasgow the next, and if we can con- 
trive to have a gossiping between our two bed-fellows, it 
will b^ so much additional pleasure. Mrs Burns joins me 
in kind compliments to you and Mrs Brown. Adieu ! 
I am ever, my dear Sir, yours, R. B. 
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No. CLXVIII. 

TO R. GRAHAM, ESQ. OF FINTRY. 

9th December, 1789. 
Sir, 

I HAVE a good while had a wish to troable you with a 
letter, and had certainly done it long ere now — ^but for a 
humiliating something that throws cold water on the resolu- 
tion, as if one should say, *' You have found Mr Graliam a 
very powerful and kind friend indeed, and that interest he 
is so kindly taking in your concerns, you ought by every 
thing in your power to keep alive and cherish." Now, 
though since God has thought proper to make one power- 
ful and another helpless, the connection of obliger and 
obliged is all &ir ; and though my being under your patron- 
age is to me highly honourable, yet. Sir, allow me to flatter 
myself, that, as a poet and an honest man you first interest- 
ed yourself in my welfare, and principally as such, still you 
permit me to approach you. 

I have found the excise business go on a great deal 
smoother with me than I expected ; owing a good deal to 
the generous friendship of Mr Mitchel, my collector, and 
the kind assistance of Mr Findlater, my supervisor. I dare 
to be honest, and I fear no labour. Nor do I find my hur- 
ried life greatly inimical to my correspondence with the 
Mtises. Their visits to me, indeed, and I believe to most 
of their acquaintance, like the visits of goodangeb, are short 
and &LT between : but I meet them now and then as I jog 
through the hills of Nithsdale, just as I used to do on the 
banks of Ayr. I take the liberty to inclose you a few baga- 
telles, all of them the productions of my leisure thoughts 
in my excise rides. 

If you know or have ever seen Captain Grose, the anti- 
quarian, you will enter into any humour that is in the 
verses on him. Perliaps you have seen them before, as I 
4 Q 
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sent them to a London Newspaper. Though I dare say 
you have none of the solemn-league^nd-coyenant fire, 
which shone so conspicuous in Lord George Gordon, and 
the Kilmarnock weavers, yet I think you must have heard 
of Dr M'Gill, one of the clergymen of Ayr, and his here- 
tical book. God help him, poor man ! Though he is one 
of the worthiest, as well as one of the ablest of the whole 
priesthood of the Kirk of Scotland, in every sense of that 
ambiguous term, yet the poor Doctor and his numerous 
family are in imminent danger of being thrown out to the 
mercy of the winter-winds. The inclosed ballad, on that 
business is, I tx>nfe8s, too local, but I laughed myself at some 
conceits in it, though I am convinced in my conscience that 
there are a good many heavy stanzas in it too. 

The election baUad, as you will see, alludes to the present 
canvass in our string of boroughs. I do not believe there 
will be such a hard run match in the whole general elec- 
tion. 

I am too little a man to have any political attachments ; 
I am deeply indebted to, and have the warmest veneration 
for, individuals of both parties ; but a man who has it in 
his power to be the fiither of a country, and who **«**, 
is a character that one cannot speak of with patience. 

Sir J. J. does *< what man can do," but yet I doubt his 
fate. 

R.B. 



No. CLXIX. 
TO MRS DUNLOP. 

Ellisland, IQth December, 1789. 
Mant thanks, dear Madam, for your sheet-full of rhjrmes. 
Though at present I am below the veriest prose, yet from 
you every thing pleases. I am groaning under the miseries 
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of a diseased nervous system ; a system, the state of which* 
is most conducive to our happiness— or the most produc- 
tive of our misery. For now near three weeks I have been 
so ill with a nervous head-ache, that I have been obliged 
for a time to give up my excise-books> being scarce able to 
lift my head, much less to ride once a week over ten muir 
parishes. What is man ? — To day, in the luxuriance ot 
health, exulting in the enjoyment of existence ; in a few 
days, perhaps in a few hours, loaded with conscious painful 
being, counting the tardy pace of the lingering moments by 
the repercussions of anguish, and refusing or denied a com* 
forter. Day follows night, and night comes after day, only 
to curse him with life which gives him no pleasure ; and 
yet the awful, dark termination of that life, is something at 
which he recoils. 

** Tell us, ye dead ; will none of you in pity 

Disclose the secret 

What *ti8 you aref and we mutt thordy he 9 

*tis no matter : 
A little time will make us learn'd as you are." 

Can it be possible, that when I resign this frail, feverish 
being, I sliall still find myself in conscious existence ? When 
the last gasp of agony has announced that I am no more to 
those that knew me, and the few who loved me ; when the 
cold, stiffened, unconscious, ghastly corse is resigned into 
the earth, to be the prey of unsightly reptiles, and to be- 
come in time a trodden clod, shall I be yet warm in life, 
seeing and seen, enjoying and enjoyed? Ye venerable 
sages, and holy flamens, is there probability in your con- 
jectures, truth in your stories, of another world beyond 
death ; or are they all alike, baseless visions, and fabricated 
fiibles ? If there is another life, it must be only for the just, 
the benevolent, the amiable, and the humane ; what a flat- 
tering idea, then, is a world to come ! Would to God I as 
firmly believed it, as I ardently wish it! There I should 
meet an aged parent, now at rest from the many buffetings 
of an evil world, against which he so long and so bravely 
struggled. There should I meet the friend, the disinterest- 

q2 
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vd friend of my early life; the man 'who rejoiced to see me, 
because he Wed me and could serve me. — Muir, thy weak- 
nesses were the aberrations of human nature, but thy heart 
glowed with every thing generous, manly, and noble ; and 
if ever emanation from the All-good Being animated a ha- 
man form, it was thine ! — There should I, with speechless 
agony of rapture, again recognise my lost, my ever dear 
Mary ! whose bosom was fraught with truth, honour, con- 
stancy, and love. 

* ** My Mary, dear departed shade ! 

Where is thy place of heayenly rest ? 
Seest thou thy lover lowly laid ? 

Hear'st thou the groans that rend his breast ?*' 

Jesus Christ, thou amiablest of characters ! I trust thou 
art no impostor, and that thy revelation of blissful scenes 
of exbtence beyond death and the grave, is not one of the 
many unpositions which time after time have been palmed 
on credulous mankind. I trust that in thee " shall all the 
families of the earth be blessed," by being yet connected 
together in a better world, where every tie that hound heart 
to heart, in this state of existence, shall be, far beyond our 
present conceptions, more endearing. 

I am a good deal inclined to think with those who main- 
tain, that what are called nervous affections are in fact dis- 
eases of the mind. I cannot reason, I cannot think ; and 
but to you I would not venture to write any thing above 
an order to a cobbler. You have felt too much of tlie ills 
of life not to sympathise with a diseased wretch, who has 
impaired more than half of any Acuities he possessed. 
Your goodness will excuse this distracted scrawl, which the 
writer dare scarcely read, and which he would throw into 
the fire, were he able to write any thing better, or indeed 
any thing at all. 

Rumour told me something of a son of yours, who was 
returned from the East or West Indies. If you have got- 
ten news from James or Anthony, it was cruel in you not 
to let me know ; as I promise you, on the sincerity of a 
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man, who is weary of one world, and anxious about another, 
that scarce any thing could give me so much pleasure as to 
hear of any good thing befalling my honoured friend. 

If you have a minute's leisure, take up your pen in pity 
to le pauvre miserable R. B. 



No. CLXX, 

TO LADY W. M. CONSTABLE.* 

Ellisland, 16M DeeaiAer, 178i^. 
My Lady, 

In vain have I from day to day expected to hear from 
Mrs Young, as she prombed me at Dalswinton that she 
would do me the honour to introduce me at Tiniwald ; and 
it was impossible, not from your Ladyship's accessibility, but 
from my own feelings, that I could go alone. Lately, in- 
deed, Mr Maxwell of Carruchen in his usual goodness of- 
fered to accompany me, when an unlucky indisposition on 
my part hindered my embracing the opportunity. To 
court the notice or the tables of the great, except where I 
sometimes have had a little matter to ask of them, or more 
oflen the pleasanter task of witnessing my gratitude to 
tliem, is what I never liave done, and I trust never shall do. 
But with your Ladyship, I have the honour to be connect- 
ed by one of the strongest and most endearing ties in the 
whole moral world. Common sufferers, in a cause where 
even to be unfortunate is glorious, the cause of heroic 
loyalty ! Though my fathers had not illustrious honours 
and vast properties to hazard in the contest, though they 

* This letter b for the first time published, and we are indebt- 
ed to the kindness of Sir Cuthbert Sharpe, Provost of Sunderland, 
for furnishing us with a copy of it. The verses alluded to in the 
letter were those addressed to Mr Tytler of Woodhouselie, author 
of a defence of Mary Queen of Scots, which are inserted in Vol. 
2. p. 39. — M. 

q3 
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left their humble cottages only to add so many units more 
to the uunoted crowd that followed their leaders, yet what 
they could they did, and what they had they lost : with un- 
shaken firmness and unconcealed political attachments, 
they shook hands with Ruin for what they esteemed the 
cause of their king and their country. This language and 
the inclosed verses are for your Ladyship's eye alone. 
Poets are not very famous for their prudence ; but as I can 
do nothing for a cause which is now nearly no more, I do 
not wish to hurt myself. 

I have the honour to be. 

My Lady, 
Your Ladyship's obliged 

And obedient humble servant, 



No. CLXXL 
TO PROVOST MAXWELL, OF LOCHMABEN. 

4 

Elljsland, 20th December, 1789. 
Dear Provost, 
As my friend Mr praham goes for your good town to- 
morrow, I cannot resist the temptation to send you a few 
lines, and as I have nothing to say, I have chosen this sheet 
of foolscap, and begun as you see at the top of the first 
page, because I have ever observed, that when once people 
liave fairly set out they know not where to stop. Now that 
my first sentence is concluded, I have nothing to do but to 
pray heaven to help me on to another. Shall I write you on 
politics or religion, two master subjects for your sayers of 
nothing. Of the first I dare say by this time you are near- 
ly surfeited : and for the last, whatever they may talk of it, 
who make it a kind of company concern, I never could en- 
dure it beyond a soliloquy. I might write you on farming 
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on building, on marketing, but my poor distracted mind is 
so torn, so jaded, so racked and bedeviled witli the task of 
the superlatively damned to make <me guinea do the busi- 
ness of three, that I detest, abhor, and swoon at the very 
word business, though no less than four letters of my very 
short sirname are in it 

Welly to make the matter short, I shall betake myself to 
a subject ever fruitful of themes ; a subject the turtle feast 
of the sons of Satan, and the delicious secret sugar plum of 
the babes of grace — a subject sparkling with all the jewels 
that wit can find in the mines of genius : and pregnant with 
all the stores of learning from Moses and Confucius to 
Franklin and Priestley — ^in short, may it please your Lord- 
ship, I intend to write * *  

[Here the Poet inserted a tong which can only be tunp at timee 
wAoi M« punch bowl has done ite duty, and wild wit i$ eet/ree, ] 

If at any time you expect a field-day in your town, a day 
when dukes, earls, and knights pay their court to weavers, 
tailors and cobblers, I should like to know of it two or three 
days before hand. It is not that I care three skips of a cur 
dog for the politics, but I should like to see such an exhi- 
bition of human nature. If you meet with that worthy old 
veteran in religion and good fellowship, Mr Jeffrey, or any 
of hb amiable &mily, I beg you will give tliem my best 
compliments. 

R.B. 



No. CLXXII. 

TO SIR JOHN SINCLAIR. 

1790. 
Sir, 

The following circumstance has, I believe, been omitted 

in the statistical account, transmitted to you, of the parish 



1S8 .VORKS OF BURNS. 

of Dunscore, in Nithsdale. I beg leave to send it to you, 
because it is new, and may be useful. How far it is deserv- 
ing of a place in your patriotic publication, you are the 
best judge. 

To store the minds of the lower classes with useful know- 
ledge, is certainly of very great importance, both to them 
as individuals, and to society at large. Giving them a turn 
for reading and reflection, is giving them a source of inno- 
cent and laudable amusement ; and besides, raises them to 
a more dignified degree in the scale of rationality. Im- 
pressed with this idea, a gentleman in this parbh, Robert 
Riddel, Esq. of Glenriddel, set on foot a species of circu- 
lating library, on a plan so simple as to be practicable in 
any corner of the country ; and so useful, as to deserve the 
notice of every country gentleman, who thinks the improve- 
ment of that part of his own species, whom chance has 
thrown into the humble walks of the peasant and the arti- 
zan, a matter worthy of his attention. 

Mr Riddel got a number of his own tenants, and Arm- 
ing neighbours, to form themselves into a society for the 
purpose of having a library among themselves. They en 
tered into a legal engagement to abide by it for three years % 
with a saving clause or two, in case of removal to a dis- 
tance, or of death. Each member, at bis entry, paid five shil- 
lings ; and at each of their meetings, which were held every 
fourth Saturday, sixpence more. With their entry-money, 
and the credit which they took on the faith of their future 
funds, they laid in a tolerable stock of books at the com 
mencement What authors they were to purchase, was al 
ways decided by the majority. At every meeting, all the 
books, under certain fines and forfeitures, by way of penal- 
ty, were to be produced ; and the members had their choice 
of the volumes in rotation. He whose name stood for that 
night, first on the list, had his choice of what volume he 
pleased in the whole collection ; the second had his choice 
after the first ; the third after the second, and so on to the 
last. At next meeting, he who had been first on the list 
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at the preceding meeting, was last at this ; he who had been 
second was first ; and so on through the whole three years. 
At the expiration of the engagement, the books were sold 
by auction, but only among the members themselves ; and 
each man had his share of the common stock, in money or 
in books, as he chose to be a purchaser or not. 

At the breaking up of this little society, which was 
formed under Mr Riddel's patronage, what with bene&c- 
tions of books from him, and what with their own pur- 
chases, they had collected together upwards of one hundred 
and fifty volumes. It will easily be guessed^ that a good 
deal of trash would be bought. Among the books, how- 
ever, of this little library, were, Blair* s Sermons, JRobert- 
son's History of Scotland, Hume's History of the Stu- 
arts, The Spectator, Idler, Adventurer, Mirror, Loun- 
ger, Observer, Man of Feeling, Man of the World, 
Chrysal, Don Quixote, Joseph Andrews, Sfc, A pea- 
sant who can read, and enjoy such books, is certainly a 
much superior being to his neighbour, who perhaps stalks 
beside his team, very little removed, except in shape, from 
the brutes he drives. 

Wishing your patriotic exertions their so much merited 
success, 

I am. Sir, your humble servant, 

A Peasant.* 

* The above is extracted from the third volume of Sir John 
Sioclatr*s Statistics, p. 598. — It was inclosed .to Sir John by Mr 
Riddel himself in the following letter, also printed there : — 

" Sir John, 
<* I inclose you a letter, written by Mr Bums, as an addition 
to the account of Dunscore parish. It contains an account of a 
small library which be was so good (at my desire) as to set on 
foot, in the barony of Monkland, or Friars Carse, in this parish. 
As its utility has been felt, particularly among the younger class 
of people, I think, that if a similar plan were established in the 
different parishes of Scotland, it would tend greatly to the speedy 
improvement of the tenantry, trades-people, and work-people. 
Mr Burns was so good as to take the whole charge of this small 
concern. He was treasurer, librarian, and censor, to this little 
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No. CLXXIII. 
TO CHARLES SHARPE, ESQ. OF HODDAM, 

Under a^fictitiotu Signature, indoting a JBaUad^ 
1790 or 1791. 

It is true, Sir, you are a gentleman of rank and fortune, 
and I am a poor devil : you are a feather in the cap of so- 
ciety, and I am a veiy hobnail in his shoes ; yet I have tlie 
honour to belong to the same family with you, and on that 
score I now address you. You will perhaps suspect that I 
am going to claim affinity with the ancient and honourable 
house of Kirkpatrick : No, no. Sir : I cannot indeed be 
properly said to belong to any house, or even any province 
or kingdom ; as my mother, who for many years was spouse 
to a marching regiment, gave me into this bad world, aboard 
the packet-boat, somewhere between Donaghadee and Port^ 
Patrick. By our common femily, I mean, Sir, the fiunily of 
the Muses. I am a fiddler and a poet ; and you, I am told, 
play an exquisite violin, and have a standard taste in the 
belles lettres. The other day, a brother catgut gave me a 
charming Scots air of your composition. If I was pleased 
with the tune, I was in raptures with the title you have 
given it ; and, taking up the idea, I have spun it into the 
three stanzas inclosed. Will you allow me. Sir, to present 
you them, as the dearest ofiering that a misbegotten son of 
poverty and rhyme has to give ? I have a longing to take 
you by the hand and unburden my heart by saying, " Sir, 
I honour you as a man who supports the dignity of human 
nature, amid an age when frivolity and avarice have, be- 
tween them, debased us below the brutes that perish ! " 
But, alas, Sir ! to me you are unapproachable. It is true, 

society, who will long have a grateful sense of his public spirit 
and exertions for their improvement and information. 
I have the honour to be. Sir John, 
Yours most sincerely, 

Robert Riddsl.** 



OBNERAL CORRESPONDENCE. 191 

• 

the Muses baptized me in Castalian streams ; but the 
thoughtless gipsies forgot to give me a name. As the sex 
have served many a good fellow, the Nine have given me a 
great deal of pleasure ; but, bewitching jades ! they have 
beggared me. Would they but spare me a little of their cast- 
linen f Were it only to put it in my power to say, that I have 
a shirt on my back ! But the idle wenches, like Solomon's 
lilies, " they toil not, neither do they spin ;" so I must 
e*en continue to tie my remnant of a cravat, like the hang- 
man's rope, round my naked throat, and coax my galligas- 
kins to keep together their many-coloured fragments. As 
to the affair of shoes, I have given that up. My pilgrim- 
ages in my ballad-trade, from town to town, and on your 
stony-hearted turnpikes too, are what not even the hide of 
Job's behemoth could bear. The coat on my back is no 
more : I shall not speak evil of the dead. It would be 
equally unhandsome and ungrateful to find fault with my 
old surtout, which so kindly supplies and conceals the want 
of that ooat My hat indeed is a great favourite ; and 
though I got it literally for an old song, I would not ex- 
change it for the best beaver in Britain. I was, during se- 
veral years, a kind of fac-totum servant to a country clergy- 
man, where I picked up a good many scraps of learning, 
particularly in some branches of the mathematics. When- 
ever I feel inclined to rest myself on my way, I take my seat 
under a hedge, laying my poetic wallet on the one side, and 
my fiddle-case on the other, and placing my hat between 
my legs, I can by means of its brim, or rather brims, go 
through the whole doctrine of the Conic Sections. 

However, Sir, don't let me mblead you, as if I would in- 
terest your pity. Fortune has so much forsaken me, that 
she has taught me to live without her ; and, amid all my 
rags and poverty, I am as independent, and much more 
happy, than a monarch of the world. According to the 
hackneyed metaphor, I value the several actors in the great 
drama of life, simply as they act their parts. I can look on 
a worthless fellow of a duke with unqualified contempt, and 
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can regard an honest scavenger with sincere respect As 
you, Sir, go through your role with such distinguished me- 
rit, permit me to make one in the chorus of universal ap- 
plause, and assure you that with tiie highest respect, 
I have the honour to be, &c. 



No. CLXXIV. 
TO MR GILBERT BURNS. 

Ellisland^ llth January, 1790. 
Dear Brother, 

I MEAN to take advantage of the frank, though I have not 
in my present frame of mind much appetite for exertion in 
writing. My nerves are in a damned state. I feel that hor- 
rid hypochondria pervading every atom of both body and 
soul. This farm has undone my enjoyment of myself. It 
is a ruinous affair on all hands. But let it go to hell ! I'll 
fight it out and be off with it 

We have gotten a set of very decent players here just 
now. I have seen them an evening or two. David Camp- 
bell, in Ayr, wrote to me by the manager of the company, 
a Mr Sutherland, who is a man of apparent worth. On 
New-year-day evening I gave him the following prologue, 
which he spouted to his audience with applause : — 

No song nor dance I bring from yon great city, 
That queens it o'er our taste—the more*8 the pity : 
Tho' by the bye, abroad why will you roam ? 
Good sense and taste are natives here at home. 

(Fti/fivol. ii. p. 19.) 

I can no more. — If once I was clear of this damned farm, 
I should respire more at ease. 
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No. CLXXV. 
TO WILLIAM DUNBAR, W. S. 

Ellisland, 14th Jan,, 1790. 

Since we are here creatures of a day, since " a few sum- 
mer days, and a few winter nights, and the life of man is 
at an end," why, my dear much esteemed Sir, should you 
and I let negligent indolence, for I know it is nothing worse, 
step in between us and bar the enjoyment of a mutual cor- 
respondence ? We are not shapen out of the common, 
heavy, methodical clod, the elemental stuff of the plodding 
selfish race, the sons of Arithmetic and Prudence ; our feel- 
ings and hearts are not benumbed and poisoned by the 
cursed influence of riches, which, whatever blessing they 
may be in other respects, are no friends to the nobler qual- 
ities of the heart ; in the name of random sensibility, then, 
let never the moon change on our silence any more. — I have 
had a tract of bad health most part of this winter, else you 
bad heard from me long ere now. — Thank heaven, I am 
now got so much better as to be able to partake a little in 
the enjoyments of life. 

Our friend, Cunningham, will perhaps have told you of 
my going into the Excise. — The truth is, I found it a very 
convenient business to have ^50 per annum, nor have I yet 
felt any of these mortifying circumstances in it that I was 
led to fear. 

Feb* 2d. — I have not for sheer hurry of business been 
able to spare five minutes to finish my letter. — ^Besides my 
farm business, I ride on my Excise matters at least 200 
miles every week. — I have not by any means given up the 
Muses. — You will see in the Sd vol. of Johnson's Scots 
songs that I have contributed my mite there. 

But, my dear Sir, little ones that look up to you for pa- 
ternal protection, are an important charge. — I have already 
two fine healthy stout little fellows, and I wish to throw 
some light upon them. — I have a thousand reveries and 
4 R 
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schemes about them, and their future destiny. Not that I 
am an Utopian projector in these things. I am resolved 
never to breed up a son of mine to any of the learned pro- 
fessions. — I know the value of independence ; and since I 
cannot give my sons an independent fortune, I shall give 
them an independent line of life. — What a chaos of hurry, 
chance, and changes is this world, when one sits soberly 
down to reflect on it ! — To a father, who himself knows the 
world, the thought that he shall have sons to usher into it, 
must fill him with dread ; but if he have daughters, the 
prospect in a thoughtful moment is apt to shock him. 

I hope Mrs Fordyce and the two young ladies are well. 
Do let me forget that they are nieces of yours, and let me 
say that I never saw a more interesting, sweeter pair of 
sisters in my life. I am the fool of my feelings and attach- 
ments. — I often take up a volume of my Spencer to realize 
you to my imagination, and think over the social scenes we 
have had together. — God grant that there may be another 
world more congenial to honest fellows beyond this. A 
world where these rubs and plagues of absence, distance, 
misfortunes, ill health, &c. shdl no more damp hilarity and 
divide friendship. This I know is your throng season, but 
half a page will^uch oblige, my dear Sir, 

Yours Sincerely, 
R. B. 



No. CLXXVI. 
TO MRS DUNLOP. 

Ellisland, fibth January f 1790. 
It has been owing to unremitting hurry of business that 
I have not written to you. Madam, long ere now. My 
health is greatly better, and I now begin once more to share 
in satis&ction and enjoyment with the rest of my fellow- 
creatures. 
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Many thanks, my much esteemed friend, for your kind 
letters ; but why will you make me run the risk of being 
contemptible and mercenary in my own eyes? When I 
pique myself on my independent spirit, I hope it is neither 
poetic licence, nor poetic rant : and I am so flattered with 
the honour you have done me, in making me your compeer 
in friendship and friendly correspondence, tiiat I cannot 
without pain, and a degree of mortification, be reminded of 
the real inequality between our situations. 

Most sincerely do I rejoice with you, dear Madam, in 
the good news of Anthony. Not only your anxiety about 
his hte, but my own esteem for such a noble, warm-hearted, 
manly young fellow, in the little I had of his acquaintance, 
has interested me deeply in his fortunes. 

Falconer, the unfortunate author of the 'Shipwreck,' 
which you so much admire, is no more. After witnessing 
the dreadful catastrophe he so feelingly describes in his 
poem, and after weathering many hard gales of fortune, he 
went to the bottom with the Aurora frigate ! 

I forget what part of Scotland had the honour of giving 
him birth ; but he was the son of obscurity and misfortune.* 

* Falconer was in early life a sea-boy, to use a word of Shak- 
speare^ on board a man-of-war, in which capacity be attracted tbe 
notice of Campbell, the author of the satire on Dr Johnson, en- 
titled * Lexipbanes,' then purser of the ship. Campbell took him 
as his servant, and delighted in giring him instruction ; and, when 
Falconer afterwards acquired celebrity, boasted of him as his 
scholar. *The Editor had this information from a surgeon of a 
man-of-war, in 1777, who knew both Campbell and Falconer, and 
who himself perished soon after by shipwreck on the coast of 
America. 

Though the death of Falconer happened so lately as 1770 or 
1771, yet in the biography prefixed by Dr Anderson to his works, 
in the complete edition of the * Poets of Great Britain* it is said— 
" Of the family, birth-place, and education of William Falconer, 
there are no memorials." On the authority already given, it may 
be mentioned, that he was a native of one of the towns on the 
coast of Fife ; and that his parents, who had suffered some mis- 
A>rtunes, removed to one of the sea-ports of England, where they 
both died soon after of an epidemic fever, leaving poor Falconer, 
then a boy, forlorn and destitute. In consequence of which he 

r2 
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He was one of those daring adventurous spirits, which 
Scotland, beyond any other country, is remarkable for pro- 
ducing. Little does the fond mother think, as she hangs 
delighted over the sweet little leech at her bosom, where 
the poor fellow may hereafter wander, and what may be his 
fate. I remember a stanza in an old Scottish ballad, which, 
notwithstanding its rude simplicity, speaks feelingly to the 

heart : — 

*' Little did my mother think, 
That day she cradled me, 
What land I was to travel in. 
Or what death I should die 1"* 

Old Scottish songs are, you know, a favourite study and 

pursuit of mine, and now I am on that subject, allow me to 

give you two stanzas of another old simple ballad, which I 

am sure will please you. The catastrophe of the piece is a 

poor ruined female, lamenting her fate. She concludes 

with this pathetic wish : — 

entered on board a man-of-war. These last circumstances are, 
however, less certain. — Currie, 

" Currie seems to have been imperfectly acquainted with the 
chequered life and fortunes of Falconer. His parentage was hum- 
ble, but his education was above the common : he displayed his 
poetic talents at an early age in a poem published, in 175U in 
memory of Frederick Prince of Wales : the Shipwreck, by which 
his name will be known to posterity, appeared in 1 762, and obtain- 
ed for him the notice of the Duke of York. His Marine Dic- 
tionary, printed in 1769, introduced his name to many on whom 
the pathos of his poetry was lost : nor should it be foi^otten, that 
before he sailed on his last fatal expedition, he wrote a poem 
called the Demagogue, in which he satirized with skill, as well as 
bitterness, one of the profligate patriots of the day.** — Cunning- 
ham, 

* This touching sentiment occurs in the ballad of the ' Queen*s 
Marie,* or as some sets have it, * Mary Hamilton.' One stanza 
will indicate the ballad to which we allude ; it is this : — 

Yestreen the queen had four Maries, 

This day she'll have but three ; 
There was Mary Seaton, and Mary Beaton, 

And Mary Carmichael and me. 

Various sets of the ballad are in existence, for which we refer to 
the Border Minstrelsy, G. K. Sharpens Ballad-book, and Min- 
strelsy Ancient and Modem.— M. 
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« O that my father had ne*er on me smilM ; 
O that my mother had ne'er to me sung ! 
O that my cradle had never been rock'd ; 
But that I had died when I was young ! 

O that the grave it were my bed ; 

My blankets were my winding sheet ; 
The clocks and the worms my bedfellows a* ; 

And O sae sound as I should sleep !'** 

I do not semember in all my reading to have met with 
any thing more truly the language of miseiy, than the ex- 
clamation in the last line. Misery b like love ; to speak its 
language truly, the author must have felt it. 

I am every day expecting the doctor to give your little 
godson f the small-pox. They are rife in the countr}', and 
I tremble for his £Eite. By the way, I cannot help congra- 
tulating you on hb looks and spirit. Every person who sees 
him, acknowledges him to be the finest, handsomest child 
he has ever seen. I am myself delighted with the manly 
swell of his little chest, and a certain miniature dignity in 
the carriage of his head, and the glance of his fine black eye, 
which promise the undaunted gallantry of an independent 
mind. 

I thought to have sent you some rhymes, but time for- 
bids. I promise you poetry until you are tired of it, next 
time I have the honour of assuring you how truly I am, &c. 

R. B. 

* We are not aware of the ballad of which these lines are a 
ftagment, but we have no doubt of their genuineness, and we 
fully accord in the justness of the poet*s observations upon them. 
— M. 

f The bard*s second son, Francis. 
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No. CLXXVII. 
TO MR PETER HILL, 

BOOKSELLER, EDINBURGH. 

Ellibland, 2d Feb, 9 1790. 

No ! I will not say one word about apologies or excuses 
for not writing — I am a poor, rascally gauger, condemned to 
gallop at least 200 miles every week to inspect dirty ponds 
and yeasty barrels, and where can I find time to write to, 
or importance to interest any body ? The upbraidings of my 
conscience, nay the upbraiding^ of my wife, have persecuted 
me on your account these two or three months past. I 
wish to God I was a great man, that my correspondence 
might throw light upon you, to let the world see what you 
really are : and then I would make your fortune, without 
putting my hand in my pocket for you, which, like all other 
great men, I suppose I would avoid as much as possible. 
What are you doing, and how are you doing ? Have yoii 
lately seen any of my few friends ? What has become of 
the BOROUGH REFORM, or how is the fate of my poor 
namesake Mademoiselle Bums decided P O man ! but for 
thee and thy selfish appetites, and dishonest artifices, that 
beauteous form, and that once innocent and still ingenuous 
mind, might have shone conspicuous and lovely in the 
faithful wife, ^nd the affectionate mother; and shall the 
unfortunate sacrifice to thy pleasures have no claim on thy 
humanity \ 

I saw lately, in a review, some extracts from a new poem, 
called the ' Village Curate ;' send it me, I want likewise a 
cheap copy of * The World.* Mr Armstrong, the young 
poet, who does me the honour to mention me so kindly in 
his works, please give him my best thanks for the copy of 
his booL — I shall write him, my first leisure hour. I like 
his poetry much, but I think his style in prose quite aston- 
ishing* 
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Tour book came safe, and I am going to trouble you 
with farther commissions. I call it troubling you — ^because 
I want only, books ; the cheapest way, the best ; so you 
may have to hunt for them in the evening auctions. I 
want Smollett's Works, for the sake of his incomparable 
humour. I have already Roderick Random, and Humphrey 
Clinker. — Peregrine Pickle, Launcelot Greaves, and Fer- 
dinand, Count Pathom, I still wanC; but as I said, the 
veriest ordinaiy copies will serve me. I am nice only in 
the appearance of my poets. I forget the price of Cowper's 
Poems, but, I believes, I must have them. I saw the other 
day, proposals for a publication, entitled, ' Banks's new and 
complete Christian's Family Bible,' printed for C. Cooke, 
Patemoster-row, London. He promises at least, to give 
in the work, I think it is three hundred and odd engravings, 
to which he has put the names of the first artists in Lon- 
don.* — You will know the character of the performance, 
as some numbers of it are published : and if it is really 
what it pretends to be, set me down as a subscriber, and 
send me the published numbers. 

Let me hear from you, your first leisure minute, and 
trust me you shall in future have no reason to complain of 
my silence. The dazzling perplexity of novelty will dissi- 

* Perhaps no set of men more effectually avail themselves of 
the easy crednlity of the public, than a certain description of 
Patemoster-row booksellers. Three hundred and odd engrav- 
ings I — and by the first artists in London, too ! — no wonder that 
Burns was dazzled by the splendour of the promise* It is no 
unusual thing for this class of impostors to illustrate the Holy 
Scriptures by plates originidly engraved for the History of England, 
and I have actually seen subjects designed by our celebrated 
artist Stothard, from Clarissa Harlowe and the Novelist's Maga- 
zine, converted, with incredible dexterity, by these Bookselling- 
Breslaws, into Scriptural embellishments I One of these venders 
of * Family Bibles' lately called on me, to consult me profession- 
ally about a folio engraving he brought with him. — It represented 
Mons. Buffon, seated, contemplating varioos groups of animals 
that surrounded him : he merely wished, he said, to be informed, 
whether by unclothing the Naturalist, and giving him a rather 
more resolute look, the plate could not, at a trifling expense, be 
made to pass for ** Daniel in the Lions' Den !"— Cromek. 
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pate and leave me to pursue my course in the quiet path of 
methodical routine. R. B. 



No. CLXXVIIL 
TO MR W. NICOL. 

Ellisland, Feb, 9, 1790. 
Mt dear Sir, 

That damned mare of yours is dead. I would freely 

have given her price to have saved her ; she has vexed me 

beyond description. Indebted as I was to your goodness 

beyond what I can ever repay, I eagerly grasped at your offer 

to have the mare with me. That I might at least show my 

readiness in wishing to be grateful, I took every care of her 

in my power. She was never crossed for riding above half 

a score of times by me or in my keeping. I drew her in 

the plough, one of three, for one poor week. I refused 

fifty-five shillings for her, which was^the highest bode I 

could squeeze for her. I fed her up and had her in fine 

order for Dumfries fiiir ; when four or five days before the 

fair, she was seized with an unaccountable disorder in the 

sinews, or somewhere in the bones of the neck ; with a 

weakness or total want of power in her fillets, and in short 

the whole vertebrae of her spine seemed to be diseased and 

unhinged, and in eight and forty hours, in spite of the twg 

best iarriers in the country, she died and be damned to her ! 

The fiirriers said that she had been quite strained in the 

fillets beyond cure before you had bought her ; and that tlie 

poor devil, though she might keep a little flesh, had been 

jaded and quite worn out with fiitigue and oppression. 

While she was with me, she was under my own eye, and I 

assure you, my much valued friend, every thing was done 

for her that could be done ; and the accident has vexed me 

to the heart. In fact I could not pluck up spirits to write 

to you, on account of the unfortunate business. 
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There is little new in this country. Our theatrical com- 
pany, of which you must have heard, leave us this week. 
Their merit and character are indeed very great, both on 
the stage and in private life ; not a worthless creature among 
them ; and their encouragement has been accordingly. 
Their usual run is from eighteen to twenty-five pounds a 
night: seldom less than the one, and the house will hold no 
more than the other. There have been repeated instances 
of sending away six, and eight, and ten pounds a night for 
want of room. A new theatre is to be built by subscrip- 
tion ; the first stone is to be laid on Friday first to come. 
Three hundred guineas have been raised by thirty sub- 
scribers, and thirty more might have been got if wanted. 
The manager, Mr Sutherland, was introduced to me by a 
friend from Ayr ; and a worthier or cleverer fellow I have 
rarely met with. Some of our clergy have slipt in by 
stealth now and then ; but they have got up a farce of 
their own. You must have heard how the Rev. Mr Lawson 
of Rirkmahoe, seconded by the Rev. Mr Kirkpatrick of 
Dunscore, and the rest of that faction, have accused in 
formal process, the unfortunate and Rev. Mr Heron of 
Kirkgunzeon, that in ordaining Mr Nielson to the cure of 
souk in Kirkbean, he, the said Heron, feloniously and 
treasonably bound the said Nielson to the confession of 
faith, so far as it was agreeable to reason and the word 
of God ! 

Mrs B. begs to be remembered most gratefully to you. 
Little Bobby and Frank are charmingly well and healthy. 
I am jaded to death with fatigue. For these two or three 
months, on an average, I have not ridden less than two 
hundred miles per week. I have done little in the poetic 
way. I have given Mr Sutherland two Prologues ; one of 
which was delivered last week. I have likewise strung four 
or five barbarous stanzas, to the tune of Chevy Chase, by 
way of Elegy on your poor unfortunate mare, beginning 
(the name she got here was Peg Nicholson) 
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" Peg Nicholson was a good bay mare, 
As e?er trod on aim ; 
But now she's floating down the Nith, 
And past the mouth o* Cairn.*' 

[See FoL IL page 51.] 

My best compliments to Mrs Nicol, and little Neddy^ 
and all the fiimily ; J hope Ned is a good scholar, and will 
come out to gather nuts and apples with me next harvest. 



No. CLXXIX. 
TO MR CUNNINGHAM.* 

Ellisland, 13^ February, 1790. 
I BEG your pardon, my dear and much valued friend, for 
writing to you on this very unfashionable, unsightly sheet — 
" My poTerty but not my will consents." 

But to make amends, since of modish post I have none, 
except one poor widowed half-«heet of gilt, which lies in 
my drawer, among my plebeian foolscap pages, like the 
widow of a man of fashion, whom tliat uupolite scoundrel. 
Necessity, has driven from Burgundy and Pineapple, to a 

* We insert the following letter from Mr Cunningham, which 
appears in Dr Currie*s edition of Bums, and will be perused 
with some interest. In the copy before us there is the following 
note. *' The original of this is certainly mine, but does me no 
credit A. Cunningham: — ^Edinburgh, 2l2d October, 1809.'* 

'*S8<& JontMry, 179a 
" In some instances it is reckoned unpardonable to quote any 
one*s own words ; but the value I ha?e for your friendship nothing 
can more truly or more el^antly express than 

* Time but the impression stronger makes, 
As streams their channels deeper wear.' 

« Having written to you twice without having heard from you, 
1 am apt to think my letters have miscarried. My conjecture is 
only framed upon the chapter of accidents turning up against me, 
as it too often does, in the trivial, and, I may with truth add, the 



GENEBAL CORRESPONDENCE. 20d 

dish of Bohea, with the scandal-bearing help-mate of a 
village-priest ; or a glass of whisky-toddy, with a ruby-nosed 
yoke-fellow of a foot-padding exciseman — I make a vow to 
inclose this sheet-full of epistolary fragments in that my 
only scrap of gilt paper. 

I am indeed your unworthy debtor for three friendly 
letters. I ought to have written to you long ere now, but 
it is a literal &ct, I have scarcely a spare moment. It is 
not that I will not write to you : Miss Burnet is not more 
dear to her guardian angel, nor his grace the Duke of 
Queensberry to the powers of darkness, than my friend 
Cunningham to me. It is not that I cannot write to you ; 
should you doubt it, take the following fragment, which 
was intended for you some time ago, and be convinced that 
1 can antithesize sentiment, and circumvolute periods, as 
well as any coiner of phrase in the regions of philology. 

December, 1789. 
My dear Cunningham, 

Where are you ? And what are you doing ? Can you 
be that son of levity, who takes up a friendship as he takes 
up a fashion ; or are you, like some other of the worthiest 
fellows in the world, the victim of indolence, laden with 
fetters of ever-increasing weight ? 

What strange beings we are ! Since we have a portion 

more important affairs of life ; but I shall continue occasionally 
to inform you what is going on among the circle of your friends 
in these parts. In these days of merriment, I have frequently 
heard your name proclaimed at the jovial-board — under the roof 
of our hospitable friend at Stenhouse-mills ; there were no 

* Lingering moments numbered with care.-^* 

**1 saw your 'Address to the New-year,* in the Dumfries 
JoumaL Of your productions I shall say nothing ; but my ac- 
quaintances allege that when your name is mentioned, which 
every man of celebrity must know often happens, I am the 
champion, the Mendoza, against all snarling critics and narrow- 
minded reptiles, of whom a few on this planet do crawL 

" With best compliments to your wife, and her black-eyed sis- 
ter^ I remain yours,** &c 
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carrier), ' Knox's History of the RefonnatioD ;* ' Rae's His- 
toiy of the Rebellion in 1715 ;* any good History of the 
Rebellion in 1745; ' A Display of the Secession Act and 
Testimony, by Mr Gib ;' ' Hervey's Meditations ;' * Beve- 
ridge's Thoughts ;* and another copy of ' Watson's Body of 
Divinity.' 

I wrote to Mr A. Masterton three or four months ago» to 
pay some money he owed me into your hands, and lately I 
wrote to you to the same purpose, but I have heard from 
neither one nor other of you. 

In addition to the books I commissioned in my last, I 
want very much. An Index to the Excise Laws, or an 
Abridgment of all the statutes now in force, relative to the 
Excise, by Jellinger Symons ; I want three copied of this 
book : if it is now to be had, cheap or dear, get it for me. 
An honest country neighbour of mine wants too a Family 
Bible, the larger the better, but second-handed, for he does 
not choose to give above ten shillings for the book. I want 
likewise for myself, as you can pick them up, second-handed 
or cheap, copies of Otwa/s Dramatic Works, Ben Jonson's, 
Dryden's, Congreve's, Wycherley's, Vanbrugh's, Gibber's, 
or any Dramatic Works of the more modem, Macklin, 
Garrick, Foote, Colman, or Sheridan. A good copy too of 
Moliere, in French, I much want. Any other good dram- 
atic authors in that language I want also; but comic au- 
thors chiefly, though I should wish to have Racine, Cor- 
neille, and Voltaire too. I am in no hurry for all, or any 
of these, but if you accidentally meet with them very cheap, 
get them for me. 

And now, to quit the dry walk of business, how do you 
do, my dear friend ? and how is Mrs Hill ? I trust, if now 
and then not so elegantly handsome, at least as amiable, 
and sings as divinely as ever. My good wife too has a 
charming •* wood-note wild ;" now could we four . 

I am out of all patience with this vile world, for one 
thing. Mankind are by nature benevolent creatures, ex- 
cept in a few scoundrelly instances. I do not think that 
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avarice of the good things we chance to have, is born with 
us : but we are placed here amid so much nakedness, and 
hunger, and poverty, and want, that we are under a cursed 
necessity of studying selfishness, in order that we may 
lExiST ! Still there are, in every age, a few souls, that all 
the wants and woes of life cannot debase to selfishness, or 
even to the necessary alloy of caution and prudence. If 
ever I am in danger of vanity, it is when I contemplate 
myself on this side of my disposition and character. God 
knows I am no saint ; I have a whole host of follies and 
sins to answer for ; but if I could, and I believe I do it as 
£ur as I can, I would wipe away all tears from all eyes. 
Adieu! 



No. CLXXXL 

TO MRS DUNLOP. 

Ellisland, 10^ Jpril, 1790. 
I HAVE just now, my ever honoured friend, enjoyed a 
very high luxury, in reading a paper of the Lounger. You 
know my national prejudices. I had often read and ad- 
mired the Spectator, Adventurer, Rambler, and World; 
but still with a certain regret, that they were so thoroughly 
and entirely English. Alas ! have I often said to myself, 
what are aU the boasted advantages which my country reaps 
from tlie union, that can counterbalance the annihilation 
of her independence, and even her very name ! I often 
repeat that couplet of my fisivourite poet. Goldsmith — 

** States of natiye liberty possest, 

Tho* very poor, may yet be very blest.** 

Nothing can reconcile me to the common terms, " Eng- 
lish ambassador, English court," &c. And I am out of all 
patience to see that equivocal character, Hastings, im- 

s2 
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peached by " the Commons of Ebgland.*' Tell me, my 
friend, is this weak prejudice ? I believe in my coDScience 
such ideas as *' my countiy ; her independence ; her ho- 
nour ; the illustrious names that mark the history of my 
native land ;" &c — I believe these, among your men of the 
worlds men who, in fact, guide for the most part and go- 
vern our world, are looked on as so many modifications of 
wrong-headedness. They know the use of bawling out such 
terms, to rouse or lead the rabble ; but for their own pri- 
vate use, with almost all the able statesmen that ever ex- 
isted, or now exist, when they talk of right and wrong 
they only mean proper and improper ; and their measure, 
of conduct is, not what they ought, but what they dare. 
For the truth of this I shall not ransack the history of na- 
tions, but appeal to one of the ablest judges of men that 
ever lived — the celebrated earl of Chesterfield. In &ct, a 
man who could thoroughly control his vices whenever they 
interfered with his interests, and who could completely put 
on the appearance of every virtue as often as it suited his 
purposes, is, on the Stanhopian plan, the perfect man ; a 
man to lead nations. But are great abilities, complete with- 
out a flaw, and polished without a blemish, the standard of 
human excellence ? This is certainly the staunch opinion 
of men of the world: but I call on honour, virtue, and 
worth, to give the Stygian doctrine a loud negative I How- 
ever, this must be allowed, that, if you abstract from man 
the idea of an existence beyond the grave, then, the true 
measure of human conduct is, proper and improper : vir- 
tue and vice, as dispositions of the heart, are, in that case, 
of scarcely the same import and value to the world at large, 
as harmony and discord in the modifications of sound ; and 
a delicate sense of honour, like a nice ear for music, though 
it may sometimes give the possessor an ecstacy unknown to 
the coarser organs of the herd, yet, considering the harsh 
gratings, and inharmonic jars, in this ill-tuned state of be- 
ing, it is odds but the individual would be as happy, and cer- 
tainly would be as much respected by the true judges of 
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society as it would then stand, without either a good ear or 
a good heart 

You must know I have just met with the Mirror and 
Lounger for the first time, and I am quite in raptures with 
them ; I should be glad to have your opinion of some of 
the papers. The one I have just read. Lounger, No. 61, 
has cost me more honest tears than any thing I have read 
of a long time. Mackenzie has been called the Addison of 
the Scots, and in my opinion, Addison would not be hurt 
at the comparison. If he has not Addison's exquisite hu- 
mour, he as certainly outdoes him in the tender and the pa- 
thetic. His Man of Feeling (but I am not counsel learned 
in the laws of criticism) I estimate as the first performance 
in its kind I ever saw. From what book, moral or even 
pious, will the susceptible young mind receive impressions 
more congenial to humanity and kindness, generosity and 
benevolence ; in short, more of all that ennobles the soul 
to herself, or endears her to others — ^than from the simple 
affecting tale of poor Harley ? 

Still, with all my admiration of Mackenzie's writings, I 
do not know if they are the fittest reading for a young man 
who is about to set out, as the phrase is, to make his way 
into life. Do not you think. Madam, that among the few 
&voured of Heaven in the structure of their minds, (for 
such there certainly are,) there may be a purity, a tender- 
ness, a dignity, an elegance of soul, which are of no use, 
nay, in some degree, absolutely disqualifying for the truly 
important business of making a man's way into life ? If I 
am not much mistaken, my ^dlant young friend. A******, 
is very much under these disqualifications ; and for the 
young females of a fiimily I could mention, well may they 
excite parental solicitude, for I, a common acquaintance, 
or as my vanity will have it, an humble friend, have often 
trembled for a turn of mind which may render them emi- 
nently happy— or peculiarly miserable ! 

I have been manufacturing some verses lately ; but as I 
have got the most hurried season of Excise business over, 

s3 
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I liope to have more leisure to transcribe any thing that 
may show how much I have the honour to be, Madam, 

Yours, &c. R. fi.. 



No. CLXXXII. 
TO COLLECTOR MITCHELL.* 

Ellisland^ 1790. 
Sir, 

I SHALL not fail to wait on Captain Riddel to-night — I 
wish and pray that the goddess of justice herself would ap- 
pear to-morrow among our hon. gentlemen, merely to give 
them a word in their ear that mercy to the thief b injustice 
to the honest man. For my part I have galloped over my 
ten parishes these four days, until this moment that I am 
just alighted, or rather, that my poor jackass-skeleton of a 
horse has let me down ; for the miserable devil has been on 
his knees half a score of times within the last twenty miles, 
telling me in his own way, *' Behold, am not I thy faith* 
ful jade of a horse, on which thou hast ridden these many 
years!** 

In short, Sir, I have broke my horse's wind, and almost 
broke my own neck, besides some injuries in a part that 
shall be nameless, owing to a hard-hearted stone of a 
saddle. I find that every offender has so many great men 
to espouse his cause, that I shall not be surprised if I am 
not committed to the strong hold (Tfthe law to-morrow for 
insolence to the dear friends of the gentlemen of the 
country. 

I have the honour to be. Sir, 

Your obliged and obedient humble 

R. B. 

* For this letter we are indebted to the kindness of Collector 
Campbell, grandson to Mr Mitchell, the gentleman to whom it ii 
addressed.— M. 



GENERAL CORRE^ONDENCE. 211 

No. CLXXXIII. 
TO DR MOORE. 

Dumfries, Excise* Office, \4th July, 179a 

Sir, 

Coming into town this morning, to attend my duty in 
this office, it being collection-day, I met with a gentleman 
who tells me he is on his way to London ; so I take the 
opportunity of writing to you, as franking is at present un- 
der a temporary death. I shall have some snatches of lei- 
sure through the day, amid our horrid business and bustle, 
and I shall improve them as well as I can ; but let my let- 
ter be as stupid as **♦*♦****, as miscellaneous as a 
newspaper, as short as a hungiy grace-before-meat, or as 
long as a law-paper in the Douglas cause ; as ill spelt as 
country John's billet^iouz, or as unsightly a scrawl as 
Betty Byre-Mucker's answer to it ; I hope, considering 
circumstances, you will forgive it ; and as it will put you 
to no expense of postage, I shall have the less reflection 
about it. 

I am sadly ungrateful in not returning you my thanks 
for your most valuable present, Zeluco. lu fact, you are 
in some degree blameable for my neglect. You were 
pleased to express a wish for my opinion of the work, 
which so flattered me, that nothing less would serve my 
over-weening fimcy, than a formal criticism on the book. 
In &ct, I have gravely planned a comparative view of you. 
Fielding, Richardson, and Smollett, in your different qua- 
lities and merits as novel-writers. This, I own, betrays my 
ridiculous vanity, and I may probably never bring the busi- 
ness to bear ; but I am fond of the spirit young Elihu 
shows in the book of Job — ** And I said, I will also declare 
ipy opinion." I have quite disfigured my copy of the book 
with my annotations. I never take it up without at the 
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same time taking my pencil, and marking with asterisms. 
parentheses, &c. wherever I meet with an original thought, 
a nervous remark on life and manners, a remarkable well- 
turned period, or a character sketched with uncommon pre- 
cision. 

Though I should hardly think of fairly writing out my 
" Comparative View," I shall certainly trouble you with 
my remarks, such as they are. 

I have just received from my gentleman that horrid sum- 
mons in the book of Revelation^-" That time shall be do 
more ! ** 

The little collection of sonnets have some charming 
poetry in them. If indeed I am indebted to the fair author 
for the book, and not, as I rather suspect, to a celebrated 
author of the other sex, I should certainly have written to 
the lady, with my grateful acknowledgments, and my own 
ideas of the comparative excellence of her pieces. I would 
do this last, not from any vanity of thinking that my re- 
marks could be of much consequence to Mrs Smith, but 
merely from my own feelings as an author, doing as I would 
be done by. 

R. B.* 

* '* The Sonnets to which Burns alludes were those of Charlotta 
Smith : the Tolume which belonged to the poet is now before me ; 
one note alone intimates that the book passed through his hands ; 
the fair authoress, in giving the source of line 14, in the 8th 
sonnet — 

< Have power to cure all sadness bat despair,* 

quotes Blilton —  

' Vernal delight and joy, able to drive 
All sadness but despair.' 

To this Burns added with the pen, 

' He sang sae sweet as might dispel 
A* rage but fell despair.* 

These lines are to be found in one version at least of the fine 
ballad of Gil Morrice.** — Cunningham. 

The above note is rather curious, as it shows the poet has had 
little antiquarian discrimination in distinguishing what were the 
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No. CLXXXV. 
TO MR MURDOCH, 

TEACHER OF FRENCH, LONDON. 

Ellislano, JWy 16M, 1790. 
My dear Sir, 

I RECEIVED a letter from you a long time ago, but un- 
fortunately, as it was in the time of my peregrinations and 
journeyings through Scotland, I mislaid or lost it, and by 
consequence your direction along with it. Luckily my 
good star brought me acquainted with Mr Kennedy, who, 
I understand, is an acquaintance of yours : and by his 
means and mediation I hope to replace that link which my 
unfortunate negligence had so unluckily broke in the chain 
of our correspondence. I was the more vexed at the vile 
accident, as m^ brother William, a journeyman saddler, bas^ 
been for some time in London ; and wished above all things 
for your direction, that he might have paid his respects to 
his father's friend. 

His last address he sent me was, " Wm. Burns, at Mr 
Barber's, saddler. No. 181, Strand." I writ him by Mr 
Kennedy, but neglected to ask him for your address ; so, 
if you find a spare half minute, please let my brotlier know 
by a card where and when he will find you, and the poor 
fellow will joyfully wait on you, as one of the few surviving 
friends of the man whose name, and Christian name too, 
he has the honour to bear. 

The next letter I write you shall be a long one. I have 

genuine portions from the modern interpolations which so fre- 
quently, and so ?ery inartificially, occur in most of our old Scot- 
tish traditionary ballads and songs. Bums has quoted a passage 
from Gil Morrice, which every sound poetical anUquary has re- 
jected as spurious, and which occurs in no early traditionary set 
of that far-famed ballad. When we come to the poet*s remarks 
on Scottish songs, .we may perhaps have an t>pportunity of eluci- 
dating this point at more length. — ^M. 
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much to tell you of " hair-breadth 'scapes in th* imminent 
deadly breach,*' with all the eventful history of a life, the 
early years of which owed so much to your kind tutorage ; 
but this at an hour of leisure. My kindest compliments to 
Mrs Murdoch and fiimily. 

I am ever, my dear Sir, 

Your obliged friend, R. B.* 

* This letter was communicated to the Editor by a gentleman, 
to whose liberal advice and information he is much indebted, 
Mr John Murdoch, the tutor of the poet ; accompanied by the 
following interesting note. 

LoiTDOir, HART.4TRBBT, Bloomsburt, SSM Dm. I8Q7. 

Dear Sib, — The following letter, which I lately found among 
my papers, I copy for your perusal, partly because it is Bums*s, 
partly because it makes honourable mention of my rational Chris- 
tian friend, his father ; and likewise because it is rather flatter- 
ing to myself. I glory id no one thing so much as an intimacy 
with good men : — ^the friendship of others reflects no honour. 
When I recollect the pleasure, (and I hope benefit,) I receiyed 
ttom the conyersation of William Burns, especially when on 
the Lord's day we walked together for about two miles, to the 
house of prayer, there publicly to adore and praise the Giver ot 
all good, I entertain an ardent hope, that together we shall ** re- 
new the glorious theme in distant worlds, with powers more 
adequate to the mighty subject, THE exuberant beneficencb 
OF THE great CREATOR. But to the letter : — [HerefoBowt the 
letter rdative to young Wm. Bums,'] 

I promised myself a deal of happiness in the conversation of my 
dear young friend ; but my promises of this nature generally 
prove fallacious. Two visits were the utmost that I received. 
At one of them, however, he repeated a lesson which I had given 
him about twenty years before, when he was a mere child, con- 
cerning the pity and tenderness. due to animals. To that lesson, 
(which it seems was brought to the level of his capacity,) he de- 
clared himself indebted for almost all the philanthropy he po»- 
sessed. 

Let not parents and teachers imagine that it is needless to talk 
seriously to children. They are sooner fit to be reasoned with 
than is generally thought Strong and indelible impressions are 
to be made before the mind be agitated and ruffled by the numer- 
ous train of distracting cares and unruly passions, whereby it is 
frequently rendered almost unsusceptible of the principles and 
precepts of rational religion and sound morality. 

But I find myself digressing again. Poor William ! then in 
the bloom and vigour of youth, caught a putrid fever, and, in a 
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No. CLXXXV. 
TO MR M'MURDO. 

Ellisland, 2d August, 1790. 
Sir, 

Now that you are over with the sirens of Flattery, the 

liarpies of Corruption, and the furies of Ambition, these 

infernal deities, diat on all sides, and in all parties, preside 

over the villanous business of politics, permit a rustic muse 

of your acquaintance to do her best to soothe you with a 

song. — 

You knew Henderson — I have not flattered his memory. 

I have the honour to be. Sir, 

Your obliged humble servant, 

R. B. 



No. CLXXXVI. 
TO MRS DUNLOP. 

dth Augtut, 1790. 

Dear Madam, 

ArrsR a long day's toil, plague, and care, I sit down to 
write to you. Ask me not why I have delayed it so long ? 
it was owing to hurry, indolence, and fifty other things ; in 
short to any thing — ^but forgetfulness of la plus aimable de 
son sexe. By the bye, you are indebted your best courtesy 
to me for this last compliment ; as I pay it from my sincere 
conviction of its truth — a quality rather rare in compliments 
of these grinning, bowing, scraping times. 

Well, I hope writing to you will ease a little my troubled 

few days, as real chief mournery I followed his remains to the land 
of forgetfulness. 

John Murdoch. 

•— Cromek, 
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soul. Sorely has it been bruised to-day! A ci-devant 
friend of mine, and an intimate acquaintance of yours, has 
given my feelings a wound that I perceive will gangrene 
dangerously ere it cure. He has wounded my pride I 

R.B. 



No. CLXXXVII. 
TO MR CUNNINGHAM. 

Ellislano, 8^ Augutt, 1790. 

FoRdivE me, my once dear, and ever dear friend, my 
seeming negligence. You cannot sit down and fimcy the 
busy life I lead. 

I laid down my goose feather to beat my brains for an 
apt simile, and bad some thoughts of a country grannum at 
a fiunily christening ; a bride on the market-day before 
her marriage; or a tavern-keeper at an election dinner; 
but the resemblance that hits my fancy best is, that black- 
guard miscreant, Satan, who roams about like a roaring 
lion, seeking, searching whom he may devour. However, 
tossed about as I am, if I choose (and who would not 
choose) to bind down with the crampets of attention the 
brazen foundation of integrity, I may rear up the super- 
structure of Independence, and from its daring turrets bid 
defiance to the storms of fiite. And is not this a ** consum- 
mation devoutly to be wbhed ?* 

« Thy spirit. Independence, let me share ; 
Lord of the lion-heart, and eagle-eye 1 
Thy steps I follow with my bosom bare. 
Nor heed the storm that howls along the sky V* 

Are not these noble verses ? They are the introduction 
of Smollett's Ode to Independence : if you have not seen 
the poem, I will send it to you. — How wretched is the man 
that hangs on by the fiivours of the great I To shrink 
from every dignity of man, at the approach of a lordly piece 
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<^ self^QQwqueiifie, who, aioiid all big tinsel ^tter, and 
statelj^ hauteur, 19 but a creature feraie^ a9 thpu art»-4ind 
perbafia not »» w^ formed as th<»u arjtrT*^me ioto the 
vorld a pnUx^ iofiiot as thou dtdst» and mu^t gp out of it 
a» all men must* a naked cone. 



No. CLXXXVIII. 
TO CBAUFORD TAIT. ESQ^ SiDXNWgQH. 

ElXiBLANP, 15^i^ October^ 1790. 
Pear Sir, 

AxLOW me to introduce to your acquaintance the bearer, 
Mr Wm. Pupcan, a friend of mine, whom I have long 
known and long loved. His &ther, whose only son he is, 
has a decent little property in Ayrshire, and has bred the 
young man to the law, in which department he comes up 
an adventurer to your good town. I shall give you my 
friend's character in two words 1 as to his head» he has ta- 
lents enough, and more than enough for common life ; as 
to his heart, when nature had kneaded the kindly clay that 
composes it, she said, *' I can no more." 

Tou, my good Sir»were bom under kinder stars; but 
ypur fraternal sympathy, I well know, can enter into the 
feelings of the young man* who goes into life with the laud- 
able ambition to do something, and to be something among 
his fellow-creatures ; but whom the consciousness of friend- 
less obscurity presses to the earth, and wounds to the soul f 

Even the fairest of his virtues are against him. That in- 
dependent spirit, and that ingenuous modesty, qualities in- 

* « The Br^e^ipg If^ter t^ Mr» Pualop ^xp^m ^a {90^^. 
UQder which this wa9 written. The strain of indignant iavective 
goes on some time longer in the style which our bardwas too apt 
to indulge, and of which the reader has already seen so nraefa." ' 

4 T 
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separable from a noble mind, are, with the miUioa, circum- 
stances not a little dtsqualiiying. What pleasure is in the 
power of the fortunate and the happy, by their notice and 
patronage, to brighten the countenance and glad the heart 
of such depressed youth ! I am not so angry with man- 
kind for their deaf economy of the pune ^— The goods of 
this world cannot be divided without being lessened — but 
why be a niggard of that which bestows bliss on a fellow- 
creature, yet takes nothing from our own means of enjoy- 
ment ? We wrap oursehes up in the doak of our own 
better-fortune, and turn away our eyes, lest the wants and 
woes of our brother-mortals should disturb the selfish apa^ 
thy of our souls I 

I am the worst hand in the world at asking a fiivour. 
That indirect address, that insinuating implication, which, 
without any positive request, plainly expresses your wish,, 
is a talent not to be acquired at a plough-tail. Tell me then, 
for you can, in what periphrasis of language, in what cir- 
cumvolution of phrase, I shall envelope, yet not conceal, 
this plain story. — ^ My dear Mr Tait, my friend Mr Dun- 
can, whom I have the pleasure of introducing to you^ is a 
young lad of your own profession, and a gentleman of much 
modesty, and great worth. Perhaps it may be in your 
power to assist him in the, to him, important consideration 
of getting a place ; but, at all events, your notice and ac- 
quaintance will be a very great acquisition to him ; and I 
dare pledge myself that he will never disgrace your fiivour.*^ 

You may possibly be surprised. Sir, at such a letter from 
me ; 'tis, I own, in the usual way of calculating these mat- 
ters, more than our acquaintance entitles me to ; but my 
answer is short : Of all the men at your time of life, whom 
I knew in Edinburgh, you are the most accessible on the 
side on which I have assailed yon. You are very much 
altered indeed from what you were when I knew you, if 
generosity point the path you will not tread, or humanity 
call to you in vain. 

As to myself, a being to whose interest I believe you are- 
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stilla well-visher ; lam here, breatliing at all times, think* 
iog sometimes, and rhyming now and then. Every situa- 
tion has its share of the cares and pains of life, and my si« 
tiiation I am persuaded has a full ordinary allowance of its 
pleasures and enjoyments. 

My best compliments to your &ther and Miss Tait If 
you have an opportunity, please remember me in the so* 
lemn league and covenant of friendship to Mrs Lewis Hay. 
I am a wretch for not writing her ; but I am so hackneyed 
' with self*accusation in tliat way, that my conscience lies in 
my bosom with scarce the sensibility of an oyster in its 
shell. Where is Lady M'Kenzie ? wherever she is, God 
bless her I I likewise beg leave to trouble you with com- 
pliments to Mr Wm. Hamilton ; Mrs Hamilton and family ; 
and Mrs Chalmers, when you are in that country. Should 
you meet with Miss Nimmo, please remember me kindly 
to her. 

ILB. 



No. CLXXXIX, 

TO ^ 

Ellisland, 1790. 
Dear Sir, 
Whether in the way of my trade, I can be of any service 
td the Rev. Doctor,* is I fear very doubtful Ajax's shield 
consisted, 1 think, of seven bull hides and a plate of brass, 
which altogether set Hector's utmost force at defiance. 
Alas ! I am not a Hector, and the worthy Doctor's foes are 
as securely armed as Ajax was. Ignorance, superstition, 
bigotry, stupidity, malevolence^ self-conceit, envy — all 
strongly bound in a massy frame of brazen impudence. 
Good God, Sir ! to such a shield, humour is the peck of a 

* Dr M«Gill, of Ayr. 

Ta 
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sparrow, and satire the pop-gun of a schooUboy^ Greadoii-i 
disgracing seelerats sndi as tfaey, €k>d only can mend, and 
the devil only can punish. In the eomprehending way of 
Galigala, I wish ^e^ all had but one neck. I feel impotent 
as a child to the ardour of my wishes ! O for a withering 
curse to blast the gennins of their wicked madiinations. 
O for a poisonous tornado, winged from the torrid zone of 
Tartarus, to sweep the spreading crop of their Tillanoiis 
contrivances to the lowest hell ! R. B. 



No. CXG. 
TO MRS DUNLOP. 

Ellisland, November, 1790. 

" As cold waters to a thirsty soul, so is good news from 
a far country." 

Fate has long owed me a letter of good news from you, 
in return for the many tidings of sorrow which I have re- 
ceived. In this instance I most cordially obey the apostle 
— " Rejoice with them that do rejoice'*— for me, to sing 
for joy, is no new thing ; but to preach for joy, as I have 
done in die commencement of this epistle, is a pitch of ex- 
travagant rapture to which I never rose before. 

I read your letter — I literally jumped for joy.— How 
could such a mercurial creature as a poet lumpishly keep 
his seat on the receipt of the best news from bis best friend 
I seized my gilt-headed Wangee rod, an instrument indis- 
pensably necessary in my left hand, in the moment of in- 
spiration and rapture ; and stride, stride — quick and 
quicker— out skipt I among the broomy banks of Nith to 
muse over my joy by retail To keep within the bounds 
of prose was impossible. Mrs Little's is a more elegant, 
but not a more sincere compliment to the sweet little fel- 
low, than I, extempore almost, poured out to him in the 
following verses. 
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<< Sweet flow'iet, pledge o' meikle loTe, 

And ward o' mony a prayer. 
What heart o* stane wad thou na move, 

Sae belpleiB, sweet, an* fair! 
November hirples o*er the lea 

Chill on thy lovely form ; 
Bat gane, alas I the sbelt'ring tree 

Should shield thee frae the storm." 

I am much flattered by yoar approbation of my Tarn o* 
Shanter, which you express in your former letter ; though 
by the bye, you load me in that said letter with accusations 
heavy and many; to all which I plead, not guilty 1 Your 
book is, I hear, on the road to reach me. As to printing 
of poetry, when you prepare it for the press, you have only 
to spell it righty and place the capital letters properly : as 
to the punctuation, the printers do that themselves. 

I have a copy of Tarn o' Skanter ready to send you by 
the first opportunity : it is too heavy to send by post. 

I heard of Mr Corbet lately. He, in consequence of 
your recommendation, is most zealous to serve me. Please 
fiivour me soon with an account of your good folks ; if Mrs 
H. is recovering^ and the young gentleman doing well. 

R.B 



No. CXCI. 
TO LADY W. M. CONSTABLE. 

ElusLAND^ WikJanuarif, 1791. 
Mt Lady, 
Nothing less than the unlucky accident of having lately 
broken my right arm, could have prevented me the moment 
I received' your ladyship's elegant present by Mrs Miller, 
from returning you my warmest and most grateful acknow- 
ledgments. I assure your ladyship, I shall set it apart t the 
symbols of religion shall only be more sacred. In the mo- 
ment of poetic composition, the box shall be my inspiring 
geiiius. When I would breathe the comprehensive wish 

Td 
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of benevolence for the happiness of others, I shall recollect 
your ladyship ; when I would interest my &ncy in the dis- 
tresses incident to humanity, I shall remember the unfortu- 
nate Mary. R. B.* 



No. CXCIL 
TO WILLIAM DUNBAR, W.S. 

Eluslakd, nthjantiary, 1791. 

I AH not gone to Elysium, most noble Colonel,f but am 
still here in this sublunaiy world, serving my God by pro- 
pagating his image, and honouring my king by begetting 
him loyal subjects. 

Many happy returns of the season await my friend. May 
the thorns of care never beset his path ! May peace be an 
inmate of his bosom, and rapture a frequent visitor of his 
soul I May the blood-hounds of misfortune never tmct his 
steps, nor the screech-owl of sorrow alarm his dwelling ! 
May enjoyment tell thy hours, and pleasure number thy 
days, thou friend of the Bard ! " Blessed be he that blesseth 
thee, and cursed be he that curseth thee ! ! !" 

As a fiirther proof that I am still in the land of existence, 
I send you a poem, the latest I have composed. I have a 
particular reason for wishing you only to show it to select 
friends, should you think it worthy a friend^s perusal : but 
if at your first leisure hour you will fovour me with your 
opinion of, and strictures on the performance, it will be an 
additional obligation on. 

Dear Sir, 
Your deeply indebted humble servant, R. B. 

* This letter wu written acknowledging a present of a valua* 
ble sQuff-box, with a fine picture of Mary Queen of Scots on the 
lid. this was the gift of Lady Winifred Maxwell Constable, of 
the Roble family of Nithsdale. — M. 
> f Mr Dunbar bad been a Colonel of the Vdunteersr 
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No. CXCIII. 

TO MR PETER HILL. 

ELhULAHnt 170 / am w ry , 1791. 
Takis these two gaineas, and place them oyer against 
that damned account of yours ! which has gagged my mouth 
these five or six months I I can as little write good thing! 
as apologies to the man I owe money to. O the supreme 
curse of making three guineas do the business of five ! Not 
all the labours of Hercules ; not all the Hebrews* three 
centuries of Egyptian bondage, were such an insuperable 
business, such an infernal task ! I Pof erty ! thou half-«ister 
of death, thou cousin-german of hell ! where shall I find 
force of execration equal to the amplitude of thy demerits ? 
Oppressed by thee, the tenerable ancient, grown hoary in 
the practice of every virtue, laden with years and wretched- 
ness, implores a little^-^little aid to support his existence, 
from a stony-hearted son of Mammon, whose sun of pros* 
perity never knew a cloud ; and b by him denied and in- 
sulted. Oppressed by thee, the man of sentiment, whose 
heart glows with independence, and melts with sensibility, 
inly pines under the neglect, or writhes in bitterness of 
soul, under the contumely of arrogant, unfeeling wealth. 
Oppressed by thee, the son of genius, whose ill-starred am- 
bition plants him at the tables of the fashionable and polite, 
must see in suffering silence, his remark neglected, and his 
person despised, while shallow greatness, in his idiot at- 
tempts at wit, shall meet with countenance and applausa 
Nor is it only the fiimily of worth that have reason to com- 
plain of thee : the children of folly and vice, though in 
common with thee the of&pring of evil, smart equally under 
thy rod. Owing to thee, the man of unfortunate disposi- 
tion and neglected education, is condemned as a fool for his 
dissipation, despised and shunned as a needy wretch, when 
his follies us usual bring him to want ; and when his ua» 
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principled necessities drive him to dishonest practices* he is 
abhorred as a miscreant, and perishes by the justice of his 
country. But &r otherwise* is the lot of the man of fiunily 
and fortune. His early follies and extravagance, are spirit 
and fire ; his consequent wants, are the embarrassments of 
an honest fellow ; and when, to remedy the matter, he has 
gained a legal commission to plunder distant provinces, or 
massacre peaceful nations, he returns, perhaps, laden witli 
the spoils of rapine and murder ; lives wicked and respect- 
ed, and dies a scoundrel and a lord. — Nay, worst of all, alas 
for helpless women I the needy prostitute, who has shivered 
at the comer of the street, waiting to earn the wages of 
. casual prostitution, is left neglected and insulted, ridden 
down by the chariot wheels of the coroneted Rip, hurrying 
on to the guilty assignation ; she who without the same 
necessities to plead, riots nightly in the same guilty trade. 
Well! divines may say of it what they please ; but ez^ 
cration is to the mind, what phlebotomy is to the body : 
the vital sluices of both are wonderfully relieved by their 
respective evacuations. 

R.B. 



No. CXCIV. 
TO MR CUNNINGHAM. 

Ellisland, ^ad January i 1791. 

Many happy returns of the season to you, my dear 
friend ! As many of the good things of this life, as is con- 
sistent with the usual mixture of good and evil in the cup 
of Being I 

I have just finished a poem (Tam o' Shanter) which you 
will receive inclosed. It is my first essay in the way of 
tales. 

I have these several months been hammering at an elegy 
4m the amiable and accomplished Miss Burnet. I have got. 
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.iod can get, no farmer than the following fragment, on 
-which please give me your sttiotures. In all kindB of poetic 
'CompositioD, I set great store \sj your opinion $ but in sen*< 
ttmental verses, in the poetry of the heart* no Roman 
Catholic ever set more value on the in&Uibility of the Holy 
Pather tlian I do on yours. 

I mead the introductory couplets as text veraM. 

CLE6V 

On the late Mitt Burnet o/Monbodoo. 

** Life ne*er exulted in so rich a prize, 
As Bamet lovely from her ttative skies ; 
Nor envious death so triamph'd id a Uow, 
As that which laid th* accomplish^ Burnet low." 

[t^ide voL it page la] 

Let me hear from you soon. Adieu ! R. B» 



No. CXCV. 
TO DR MOORE. 

ELtiBLAMn, 2M Jtmnapy, 1791. 

I DO not know, Sir, whether you are a subscriber to 
Grose's Antiquities of Scotland. If you are, the inclosed 
poen will ndt be altogether new to you. Captain Grose 
did me the fiiTOitr to send me a docen copies of the proof 
sheet, of which this is one. Should yon have read ^e 
piece before, still this will answer the principal end I have 
in view : it will give me another opportunity of thanking 
you for all your goodness to the rustic bard ; add also of 
showing you, that the abilities you have been pleased to 
command and patfonise are still ooaployed in the way yon 
wish. 

The JBlegi^ an Captain Henderson, is a tribute to the 
memory of a man I loved much* Poets have in this the 
same advantage as Roman Catholics ; they can be of ser- 
vice to their friends after they have past that bourne where 
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all other kindness ceases to be of avaiL Whether, after all, 
either the one or the other be of any real service to the 
idead, b, I fear, very proUematical ; but I am sure they are 
highly gratifying to the living : and as a very orthodox test» 
I forget where in scripture, says, '^ whatsoever is not of fiuth 
b sin ;** so say I, whatsoever is not detrimental to society, 
and b of positive enjoyment, b of God, the giver of all good 
things, and ought to be received and enjoyed by hb creatures 
with thankful delight. As almost all my religious tenets 
originate from my heart, I am wonderfully pleased with the 
idea, that I can still keep up a tender intercourse with the 
dearly beloved friend, or still more dearly beloved mbtress, 
who b gone to the world of spirits. 

The ballad on Queen Mary was begun while I was busy 
with Percy's Reliques of English Poetry. By the way, 
how much b every honest heart, which has a tincture of 
Caledonian prejudice, obliged to you for your glorious story 
of Buchanan and Targe ! 'Twas an unequivocal proof of 
your loyal gallantry of soul, giving Targe the victory. I 
should have been mortified to the ground if you had not. 

I have just read over, once more of many times, your 
Zeluco. I marked with my pencil, as I went along, every 
passage that pleased me particularly above the rest ; and 
one or two, I think, which> with humble deference* I am 
dbposed to think unequal to the merits of the book. I 
have sometimes thought to transcribe these marked passa- 
ges, or at least so much of them as to point where they are, 
and send them to you. Original strokes that strongly depict 
the human heart, is your and Fielding's province, beyond 
any other novelbt I have ever perused. Richardson in« 
deed might, perhaps, be excepted; but unhappily, hb 
dramatis persofkB are beings of another world ; and how- 
ever they may captivate the unexperienced, romantic &ncy 
of a boy or a girl, they will ever, in proportion as we have 
made human nature our study, dissatisfy our riper years. 

As to my private concerns, I am going on, a mighty tax- 
gather before the Lord, and have lately had the interest to 
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get myself nmked on the list of excise as a supervisor. I 
am not yet employed as such, but in a few years I shall fiill 
into the file of supervisorsbip by seniority. I have had an 
immense loss in the death of the Earl of Glencaim ; the 
patron from whom all my fiime and fortune took its rise. 
Independent of my gratdful attachment to htm, which was 
indeed so strong that it pervaded my very soul, and was en-^ 
twined with the thread of my existence : so soon as the 
prince's friends had got in, (and eveiy dog you know has 
his day,) my getting forward in the excise would have been 
an easier business than otherwise it will be. Though this 
was a consummation devoutly to be wished, yet, thank 
Heaven, I can live and rhyme as I am ; and as to myboys» 
poor little fellows I if I cannot place them on as high an 
elevation in life as I could wish, I shall, if I am fiivoured 
so much of the Disposer of events as to see tliat period, fix 
them on as broad and independent a basis as possible. 
Among the many wise adages which have been treasured 
up by our Scottish ancestors, this is one of the best. Better 
be the head o\ ihe eommondUy^ than the tail o* the gentry. 
But lam got on a subject which, however interesting to 
me, is of no manner of consequence to you ; so I shall give 
you a short poem on the other page, and dose this with 
assuring you how sincerely I have the honour to be, Tours, 
&c. R. B. 

Written on the blank leaf of a book, which I presented 
to a very young lady, whom I had formerly characterised 
under the denomination of The Rose Bud. 



No. CXCVI. 

TO A. F. TYTLER, ESQ. 

Ellibland, J*«6nMi9y, 1791. 
Six, 

Nothing less than the unfortunate accident I have met 

with oould have prevented my grateful acknowledgments 
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for your letter. His own favourite poem, attd that an essaj* 
in the walk of the muses entirely new to hira, where eoo- 
sequently h)$ hopes and fears were on the moat aniioin 
aloriQ hf his success in the attempt ; to hawe that poem so 
imich applftsded by one of the first judges^ was the most 
delueious vibration that ever tbriUed along the heart'Stnogs 
of a poor poet. However, Provideofie* to ke^ up the 
proper proportion of evil with l^e good, which if seems is 
nece^jwiy in this suhhmary stntew tbou^t proper to check 
my eiruliation by a very serious mialbrtune* A day or two 
after I received your letter, n^ horse came dow« with me. 
axtd broke my right arm. As this ia the first service my 
avm ba3 done me siQce its disaster, I find myadf unable to 
d^ more tkem just in genend terms thank you for this ad- 
<Ktipnal instance of your patronage and friendship. As to 
the fikuUs you detected in the piece, they are truly there : 
ojae of them* the hit at the lawyer and priest, I shall eut 
out ; as to <Ae falling off in the cataatrophe^ £br the reaseo 
ypu justly adduce it osnnot easily be remAdied. Your ap- 
probation. Sir, has given me sudi additional spirits to per- 
severe in this species of poetic eompositko, that I am al- 
ready revolving two or three stctties in my £aBcy. If I can 
bf ing these floating ideas to bear any kind of ^osbodied 
f(Mrm, it wBl give me an additional opportunity of assuring 
y.QM how much I have the honour to be, &c. 

R. B.* 



* The late Lord Woodhouselee, th^ gentleo^an to wbop Bums 
addressed the foregoing letter, fully appreciated the extraordinary 
merits of * Tarn o' Shanter, as tba loUowing criticism from his 
pen will sufficiently evidence : — 

** Edinburgh, 12114 Mardit 1791. 
** Dear Sir, — Mr Hill yesterday put into my liands a sheet of 
* Grose's Antiquities, '^ containing a poem of yours, entitled, ' Tam 
o* Shanter,' a tale. The very high pleasure I have received from 
the perusal of this admirable piece, I feel, demands the wannest 
acknowledgments. Hill tells me he is to send ofif a packet Cor 
you this day ; I eaniiot resist, therefore, putting on paper what t 
mast have told you in penw, W I oUBt with yoa a&er the leoeat 
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No. CXCVII. 

TO MRS DUNLOP. 

Eluslamd, 1th Feb, 1791. , 

When I tell you, MacUm, that by a fall, not from my 
horse, hut vith my horye, I have been a cripple some time, 
aowl that this is the first day my arm and band have been 
able tp ^erve me in writing ; you will allow that it is too good 

perusal of your tale, which is, that I feel I owe you a debt, which, 
if undischarged, would reproach me with ingratitude. I have 
seldom in my life tasted of higher oajoyiBent ftom eay wofk of 
genius, than I b»y9 received from this composition ; aud I am 
much mistaken, if Uiis poeiu alone, had you never written ano- 
ther syllable, would not have been sufficient to have transmitted 
your name down to posterity vrith high reputatieow Iq the in«. 
troductory part, wbjere you paint the character of your hero, aud 
exhibit him at the alehouse inffle, with his tippling cronies, you 
have delineated nature with a humour and naivetS, that would do 
honour to Matthew Prior ; but when you describe the infernal 
orgies Qf the witches' sabbath, and the heUish scenery in which 
they are exhibited, you display a power of imagination that 
Shakspeare himself could not have exceeded. I know not that 
I have ever met with a picture of more horrible fancy than the 
foUowiog : 

< Coffins stood pound like open presses. 
That shaw*d the dead is their last disQsses ; 
And by some devilish caiitrq> sligltt^ 
Each in his cauld hand held a light.* 

But when I came to the succeeding lines, my blood ran cold 
within me : 

< A knife, a fatiher** throat had mangled, 
Whom hid ain sou of life berelt ; 

Hfi ffrqf kaivM y^ ffywk tp the heft,* 

** And here, after the two fbUowing lines, < Wt' raair o* horrible 
and awfu*,' &c. the deseriptive pvt might perhaps have been 
better closed, than the four lines which succeed, which, though 
good in themselves, yet as they derive all their merit from the 
' satire they contain, are here rather misplaced among the circum- 
stances of pure horror. The initiation of the young witch is most 
happily described — the effect of her eharms exhibited in the 
dance of Satan himself— the apostrophe — * Ah, little thought thy 
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an apology for my seemingly ungrateful silence. I am now 
getting better, and am able to rhyme a little, which implies 
some tolerable ease ; as I cannot think that the most poetic 
genius is able to compose on the rack. 

I do not remember if ever I mentioned to you my having 
an idea of composing an elegy on the late Miss Burnet of 
Monboddo. I had the honour of being pretty well ac- 
quainted with her, and have seldom felt so much at the loss 
of an acquaintance, as when I heard that so amiable and 
accomplished a piece of God's work was no more. I have, 
as yet, gone no farther than the following fragment, of which 
please let me have your opinion. You know that elegy is 
a subject so much exhausted, that any new idea on the 
business is not to be expected : *tis well if we can place an 
old idea in a new light. How &r I have succeeded as to 
this last, you will judge from what follows. 

[Seethe Elegy 9 page 13, voU ii.] 
I have proceeded no further. 

reverend graunie T — ^the transport of Tain, who forgets bis situa* 
tion, and enters completely into the spirit of the scene, are all 
features of high merit in this excellent composition. The only 
fault it possesses, is, that the winding up, or conclusion of the 
story, is not commensurate to the interest which is excited by the 
descriptive and characteristic painting of the preceding parts. — 
The preparation is fine, but the result is not adequate. But for 
this, perhaps you have a good apology — ^yon stick to the popular 
tale.* 

« And now that I have got out my mind, and feel a little re- 
lieved of the weight of thai debt I owed you, let me end this de« 
sultory scroll by an advice : you have proved your talent for a 
species of composition in which but a very few of our own poets 
have succeeded. Go on-— write more tales in the same style — 
you will eclipse Prior and La Fontaine; for, with equal wit, 
equal power of numbers, and equal navieti of expressiooy you 
have a bolder, and more vigorous imagination.'* 



* These remarks of Lord Woodhouselee*s are very much to the 
purpose — they are excellent, and our Bard profited so far by 
them, as to leave out the four horrible lines about the priests* 
hearts. — U. 
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Your kind letter* with your kind remembrance of your 
godson* came safe. This last. Madam, b scarcely what my 
pride can bear. As to the little fellow, he is, partiality 
apart, the finest boy I have of a long time seen. He is now 
seventeen months old, has the small-poz and measles over, 
has cut several teeth, and never had a grain of doctor's drugs 
in his bowels^ 

I am truly happy to hear that the ** little floweret" is 
blooming so fresh and fiiir, and that the '* mother^lant" is 
rather recovering her drooping head. Soon and well may 
her ** cruel wounds" be healed ! I have written thus far 
with a good deal of difficulty. When I get a little abler 
you shall hear ferther from, 

Madam, yours, 



No. CXCVIIL 
TO THE REV. ARCH. ALISON. 

Elusland, near Dumfnei, IM Feb, 1791. 

Sir, 
You must by this time have set me down as one of the 
most ungrateful of men. You did me the honour to present 
me with a book, which does honour to science and the in- 
tellectual powers of man, and I have not even so much as 
acknowledged the receipt of it. The fad is, you yourself 
are to blame for it. Flaitered as I was by your telling me 
that you wished to have my opinion of the work, the old 
ipiritnal enemy of mankind, who knows well that vanity is 
one of the sins that most easily beset me, put it into my 
head to ponder over the 'performance with the look-out of 
a critic, and to draw up forsooth a deep learned digest of 
strictures on a composition, of which, in &ct, until I read 
the book, I did not even know the first principles. I own. 
Sir, that at first glance, several of your propositions startled 

u2 
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me as pftittdotical. Ttiat the nmrtial ckngor of a trumpet 
had something in it vastly more gnuxl, heroic, and sublime, 
than the twingle twangle of a Jews^iarp : that the delicate 
flexure of a roee^twig, when the half-blown flower is heavy 
with the tears of the dawn, was inflnitdy mote beautiful 
and degant than the upright stub of a burdock ; and that 
from something innate and independent of all associations 
of ideas ;-»th^e I had set down as irrefn^ble, orthodox 
truths, until perusing your book shook my fiiith. — In short, 
Sir, except Euclid's Elements of Geometry, which I made 
a shift; to unravel by my father's fire-side, in the winter 
evening of the first season I held the plough, I never read 
a book which gave me such a quantum of information, and 
added so much to my stock of ideas, as your " Essays on the 
Principles of Taste." One thing, Sir, you must forgive my 
mentioning as an uncommon merit in the work, I mean the 
language. To clothe abstract philosophy in elegance of 
style, sounds something like a contradiction in terms ; but 
you have convinced me that they are quite compatible. 

I inclose you some poetic bagatelles of my late composi- 
tion. The one in print is my first essay in the way of tell- 
ing a tale. 

I am. Sir, &c R. B. 



No. CXCIX. 

TO THE REV. G. BAIRD. 

Ellislamii, 1791« 
Revbbend Su, 
Why did you, my dear Sir, write to me in such a 
tating style on the business of poor Brace ? Don't I know, 
and have I not felt, the many ills, the pecnliar ilk that 
poetic flesh is heir to ? You shall have your choice of all 
the unpublished poems I have ; and had your letter bad 
my direction so as to have reached me sooner, (it only came 
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to my hand tbb moment,) I should ha?e directly pnt you 
out of suspense on the subject I only ask, that some pre- 
&toiy advertisement in the book, as well as the subscrip- 
tion bills, may bear, that the publication is solely for the 
benefit of Bruce's mother. I would not put it in the power 
of ignorance to surmise, or malice to insinuate, that I club- 
bed a share in the work from mercenary motives. Nor 
need you give me credit for any remarkable generosity in 
my part of the business. I have such a host of peccadilloes, 
failings, follies, and backslidings, (any body but myself 
might perhaps give some of them a worse appellation,) that 
by way of some balance, however trifling, in the account, I 
am fiun to do any good that occurs in my veiy limited 
power to a fellow-creature, just for the selfish purpose of 
clearing a little the vista of retrospection. 

R.B.» 

* This letter is without date, but firom the tabjoined one, to- 
which it is ao answer, it was probably written abovt this period. 

** London, SA FOrumy, 179L 

** Sib, — I trouble yon with this letter to inform yon that I am iu 
hopes of being able very soon to bring to the press a new edition 
(long since talked of) of Michael Bruce's Poems. The profits of 
the edition are to go to his mother — a woman of eighty years of 
age— poor and helpless. The poems are to be pnblkhed by sub- 
scription : and it may be possible, I think, to miake oat a 2s. 6d. 
or ds. volume, with the assistance of a few hitherto unpublished 
verses, which I have got front the mother of the poet. 

" Bat the design I have in view in writing to you, is not mere- 
ly to inform you of these fiusts, it is to solicit the aid of your 
name and pen in support of the scheme. The reputation of 
Bruce is already high with every reader of classical taste^ and I 
shall be anaions to guard against tarnishing his character, by al- 
lowing any new poems to appear that may lower it. For this 
purpose, the MSS. I am in possession of, have been submitted to 
the revision of some whose critical talents I can trust to, and I 
mean still to submit them to others. 

" Bfay I beg to know, therefore, if yon will take the trouble of 
perusing the MSS.*M>f giving your opinion, and suggesting what 
curtailments, alterations, or amendments, occur to you as advis- 
able ?— And will you allow us to let it be known, that a few lines 
by you will be added to the volume? 

** I know the extent of this request It is bold to make it 

ud 
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No. CC. 
TO MR CUNNINGHAM. 

Elusland, I2th March, 179U 
If the foregoing piece be worth your strictures, let me 
have them. For my own part, a thing that I have just 
composed, always appears through a double portion of that 
partial medium in which an author will ever view his own 
works. I believe, in general, novelty has something in it 
that inebriates the fancy, and not unfrequently dissipates 
and fumes away like other intoxication, and leaves the poor 
patient, as usual, with an aching heart A striking instance 
of this might be adduced, in the revolution of many a hy- 
meneal honeymoon. But lest I sink into stupid prose, and 
8o sacrilegiously intrude on the office of my parish priest* I 
shall fill up the page in my own way, and give you another 

But I have this oonsolatiofi, that though you see it proper to re- 
fuse it, you will uot blame me for having made it ; you will iee 
my apol(^ in the fnoHve. 

** May I just add, that Michael Bruce is one in whose company, 
firom his past appearance, you would not, I am oouvinoed, blush 
to be found ; and as I would submit every line of his that should 
now be published, to your own criticisms, you would be assured 
that nothing derogatory either to him or you, would be admitted 
in that appearance he may make in future. 

<'You have already paid an honourable tribute to kindred 
genius, in Fergusson-^I fondly hope that the mother of Brace 
will experience your patronage. 

*< I wish to have the subscription papers circulated l^ the 14th 
of March, Bmoe's birth-day ; which I understand some frieftdsin 
Scotland talk this year of observing — at that time it wlU be re- 
solved, I imagine, to place a plain, humble stone over his grave. 
This, at least, I trust you will agree to do-^t6 furnish, in a few 
couplets, an intieriptum for it 

« On these points may I solicit an answer as early as possiUe ; 
a short delay might disappoint us in procuring that relief to the 
mother, which is the object of the whole. 

** You will be pleased to address for me under cover to the 
Duke of Athole, London." — G. B. 
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80Dg of my late compositioo, which will appear perhaps in 
Johnson's work, as well as the former. 

You must know a beautiful Jacobite air, Therein never 
be peace *till Jamie comes home. When political combus- 
tion ceases to be the object of princes and patriots, it then, 
you know, becomes the lawful prey of historians and poets. 

'' By yon castle wa* at the close of the day, 

I beard a man sing, the* his bead it was grey ; 

And as he was singing, the tears fast down came^-^ 

Therein never be peace till Jamie comes hame.**« 

C^ voL U. paga SIS.] 

If you like the air, and if the stanzas hit your &ncy, you 
cannot imagine, my dear friend, how much you would 
oblige me, if, by the charms of your delightful voice, you 
would give my honest effusion to ** the memory of joys that 
are past," to the few friends whom you indulge in that 
pleasure. But I have scribbled on till I hear the clock 
has intimated the near approach of 

« That hour, o' night% black aich the key.4taae.''-^ 

So good night to you ! Sound be your sleep, and delect- 
able your dreams I Apropos, how do you like this thought 
in a ballad I have just now on the tapis ^ 

'* I look to the west when I gae to rest. 

That happy my dreams and my slumbers may be ; 
Far, far in the west is he I lo*e UmI, 
The lad that is dear to my babie and me !'* 

Good night once more, and God bless you ! 

R- B. 



. * This beaatiful little Jacobite ditty having appeared in John- 
son^s Museum with the old song mark at it^ it has been received 
as an old song all over Scotland. There wa9 ui old s(»ig» but I 
do not know where to find it. I remember only two lines : 

My heart it is sair, and vnll soon brik in twa ; 
For there's few good fellows sin' Jamie's awa. 

This last line is the'nfime of the air in the very old collections 
of Scottish tune8.-^H. 



236 woaKs of buans. 

I 

No. CCI. 1 

TO MR ALEXANDER DALZEL,* 

FACTOR, FINDLAYSTON. 

Ellibland, I9th March, 1791. 
Mt dear Sib, 

I HAVE taken the liberty to frank this letter to you, as it 
indoses an idle poem of mine, which I send you ; and, God 
knows, you may perhaps pay dear enough for it if you read 
it through. Not that this is my own opinion ; but the 
author by the time he has composed and corrected his 
work, has quite pored away all his powers of critical discrim- 
ination. 

I can easily guess from my own heart, what you have 
felt on a late most melancholy event ' God knows what I 
have suffered, at the loss of my best friend, my first and 
dearest patron and bene&ctor ; the man to whom ' I owe 
all that I am and have I I am goue into mourning for him» 
and with more sincerity of grief than I fear some will, who 
by nature's ties ought to feel on the occasion. 

I will be exceedingly obliged to you indeed, to let me 
know the news of the noble family, how the poor mother 

* This gentleman, the factor, or steward, of Burns' noble 
friend. Lord Glencaim, with a view to encourage a second edition 
of the poems, laid the volume before his lordship, with such an 
account of the rustic bard's situation and prospects as from hii 
slendw acquaintance with him he could furnish. The result, as 
communicated to Bums by Mr Dalzel, is highly creditable to the 
^diaracter of Lord Glencaim. After reading the book, his lord- 
ship declared that its merits greatly exceeded his expectatfon, 
and he took it with him as a Uterary curionty to Edinburgh. 
He repeated his wishes to be of service to Bums, and desired Mr 
Dalsel to infovm him, that in patronizing the book, ushering it 
with eflfeet into the world, or treating with the booksellers, he 
would most willingly give every aid in his power ; adding his re- 
quest, that Bums would take the earliest opportunity of letting 
him know in what way or manner he could best further his in- 
terests.— Cromejfc. 
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and the two siiten support their Ioib* I bad a packet of 
poetic bagatelles raady to send to Lady Betty» when I saw 
the fiital tidings in the iMrw^pi^er^ I see by the same chan- 
nel that the honoured UfAOis of my noble patton, are dei- 
signed to be brought to the fetnily burial place. Dare I 
trouble you to let me know prirately before the day of in^ 
terment, that I may cross the country^ and steal among the 
crowd, to pay a tear to the last sight of my ever revered 
benefactor ? It will oblige me beyond expression. 

R.B. 



No. CCIL 

TO MRS GRAHAM, OF FINTRY. 

Slluland, 1791. 
MadaH, 
Whethbr it is that tbe stoiy of our Mary Qaetn of 
Scots has a peculiar effect on the feelings of a poet; or 
whether I have in the indesed ballad succeeded beyond 
my usual poetic success, I know not i but it has pleased me 
beyond any ^Ebrt of my muse for a good while past i on 
that account I inclose it particubrly to you. It is truOf the 
purity of my motives may be suspected I am already 
deeply indebted to Mr Graham's goodness ; and what, tn 
the HsueU ways qf men^ is of infinitely greater importance, 
Mr G« can do me service of the utmost importance in time 
to cottK. I was bom a poor dog t «ui however I may oc- 
casionally pick a better bone than I used to do, I know I 
must live and die poor : but I will indulge the flattering 
faith that my poetry will considerably outlive my poverty ; 
and without any fustian affectation of spirit, I can promise 
and affirm, that it must be no ordinary craving of the latter 
shall ever make me do any thing injurious to the honest 
fame of the former. Whatever may be my failingd — for faiU 
idgS are a part of human nature — ^may they ever be those of 
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a generous heart, and an independent mind 1 It is no fauh 
of mine that I was born to dependence ; nor is it Mr 
Graham's chiefest praise ^lat he can command influence ; 
but it is his merit to bestow, not only with the kindness of 
a brother, but with the politeness of a gentleman; and I 
trust it shall be mine to receive with thankfulness, and re- 
member with undiminished gratitude. 

B.B. 



No. CCIIL 
TO MRS DUNLOP. 

- Elusland, 11<4 4prU, 1791; 

I AM once more able, my honoured friend, to return you, 
with my own hand, thanks for the many instances of your 
friendship, and particularly for your kind anxiety in this 
last disaster that my evil genius had in store for me. How- 
ever, life is chequered— joy and sorrow — ^for on Saturday 
morning last, Mrs Bums made me a present of a fine boy ; 
rather stouter, but not so handsome as your godson was at 
hb time of life. Indeed I look on your little namesake to 
be my chef tTceuvre in that species of manufacture, as I 
look on Tam o* Shanter to be my standard performance in 
the poetical line. 'Tis true, both the one and the other dis- 
cover a spice of roguish waggeiy, that might perhaps be as 
well spared ; but then they also show, in my opinion, a 
force of genius, and a finishing polish, that I despair of ever 
excelling. Mrs Burns is getting stout again, and laid as 
lustily about her to-day at breakfiist, as a reaper from the 
corn-ridge. That is the peculiar privilege and blessing of 
our hale, sprightly damsels, that are bred among the Any 
and heather. We cannot hope for that highly polisheu 
mind, that charming delicacy of soul, which is found among 
the female world in the more elevated stations of life, and 
which b certainly by far the most bewitching charm in the 
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fatioous cestus of Venus. It is iodeed such an inestimable 
treasure, that where it can be had in its native heavenly 
purity, unstained by some one or other of the many shades 
of affectation, and unalloyed by some one or other of the 
many species of caprice,! declare to Hearen, I should 
think it cheaply purchased at the expense of every othei 
earthly good ! But as this angelic creature is, I am afraid, 
extremely rare in any station and rank of life, and totally 
denied to such an humble one as mine, we meaner mortals 
must put up with the next rank of female excellence— 4i8 
fine a figure and face we can produce as any rank of life 
whatever; rustic, native grace; unaffected modesty, and 
unsullied purity ; nature's mother-wit, and the rudiments 
of taste ; a simplicity of soul, unsuspicious of, because un- 
acquainted with, the crooked ways of a selfish, interested, 
disingenuous world ; and the dearest charm of all the rest, 
a yielding sweetness of disposition, and a generous warmth 
of heart, grateful for love on our part, and ardently glowing 
with a more than equal return ; these, with a healthy frame,, 
a sound, vigorous constitution, which your higher ranks can 
scarcely ever hope to enjoy, are the charms of lovely woman 
in my humble walk of life. 

This b the greatest effort my brokeu arm has yet made. 
Do let me hear, by first post, how cker petit Manfieur. 
com'es on with his small-pox. May Almighty goodness pre* 
serve and restore him I 

R.B. 



No. CCIV. 
TO 

fiLLISLANBy 1791. 

Dear Sir, 
I AM exceeding to blame in not writing you long ago ; 
but the truth is, that I am the most indolent of all human 
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beings, and when I matriculate iq the herald's office, I in- 
tend that my supporters shall be two sloths, my crest a slow- 
worm, and the motto, "Deil tak' the foremost*" So much 
by way of apology for not thanking you sooner for your 
kind execution of my commission. 

I would have sent you the poem; but somehow or other 
it found its way into the public papers, where you must 
have seen it. 

I am ever, dear Sir, yours sincerely, 

R.B. 



No. CCV. 
TO ^ — — 



Ellisland, 1791. 
Trov eunuch of language : thou Englishman, who never 
was south the Tweed : thou senrile echo of fiishionable bar- 
barisms : thou quack, Tending the nostrums of empirical 
elocution : thou marriage*maker between vowels and eon- 
sonants, on the Oretna-green of caprice: thou cobbler, 
botching the flimsy socks of bombast oratory: thou black- 
smith, hammering the rivets of absurdity : thou butcher, em- 
brukig thy hands in the bowels of orthography : thou 
arch-heretic in pronunciation : thou pitch-pipe of affected 
emphasis : thou carpenter, mortising the awkward joints of 
jarring sentences : thou squeaking dissonance of cadence : 
thou pimp of gender : thou Lyon Herald to siUy etymology : 
thou antipode of grammar: thou executioner of construc- 
tion : thou brood of the speech-distracting builders of the 
Tower of Babel : thou lingual confusion worse confounded: 
thou scape-gallows from the land of syntax : thou scavenger 
of mood and tense : thou murderous accoucheur of infant 
learning : thou iffnus fatuus, misleading the steps of be- 
ni^ted ignorance: thou pickle-herring in the puppet^how 
of nonsense: thou faithful recorder of barbarous idioms 
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tbou persecutor of syllabication : thou baleful meteor, fore* 
telUng and facilitating tlM rapid ftpproadi of Nox and Ere- 
bus. 

R.B.* 



■»*^"»« 



No. CCVL 
TO MR CUNNINGHAM. 

nth June, 1791. 
Let me interest you, my dear Cunningham, in behalf of 
t!ie gentleman who waits on you with this. He is a Mr 
Clarke, of MoHit, principal schoolmaster there, and is at 
present suffering severely under the persecution of one or 
two powerful individuals of his employers. He is accused 
of harshness to boys that were placed under his care. God 
help the teacher, if a man of sensibility and genius, and 
such is my friend Clarke, when a booby ^ther presents him 
with hb booby son, and insists on lighting up the rays of 
aoience, in a fellow's head whose skull is impervious and in- 
accessible by any other way than a positive fracture with a 
cudgel : a fellow whom in fact it savours of impiety to at- 

* << HiU aisgular latter,** says Mr Gunoingham, *' was, it it 
believed, sent to a critic who bad taken the poet to task about 
obscure language and imperfect grammar : be deligbted in tbis 
sort of scolding, and employed it sometimes very bappily in con- 
veBsadoB to repel petulance, and ooitfound tbose 

* Word-eateherB who live on syllables,' 

that inrested society then as they do now. The language which 
Bonn used in hk poetry wm new to many : no one had dared to 
use the mather.4oogae with such boldness before, and it has even 
been surmised by one of his editors that he created worda when- 
ever he wanted them. Those who- are intimately acquainted 
vtfitb the language of Scotland will acquit Bums of the charge : 
the words inafaneed against him, 'cootie' and <heugh/ are 
right old Scott£lh, and current in Ayrshire^ Galloway, and the 
county of Dumfries.*' — To the above list Mr Cunningham might 
have added both Lanarkshlie and Renfrewshire.—- M. 

4 X 



242 WORKS OF BUaNS. 

tempt making a scholar of, as he has been marked a block- 
head io the book of fiite, at the Almigh^ flat of his Creator. 

The patrons of Mofiat-school are, the ministers, magis- 
trates, and town-council of Edinburgh, and as the business 
comes now before them, let me beg my dearest friend to do 
every thing in his power to serre the interests of a man of 
genius and worth, and a man whom I particularly respect 
and esteem. You know some good fellows among the ma- 
gistracy and council, but particularly you have much to say 
with a reverend gentleman to whom you have the honour 
of being very nearly related, and whom this country and 
age have had the honour to produce. I need not name the 
historian of Charles V. I tell him through the medium of 
his nephew's influence, that Mr Clarke is a gentleman who 
will not disgrace even his patronage. I know the merits of 
the cause thoroughly, and say it, that my friend is fidling a 
sacrifice to prejudiced ignorance. 

God help the children of dependence ! Hated and per- 
secuted by their enemies, and too often, alas ! almost un- 
exc^tionably, received by their friends with disrespect and 
reproach, under the thin disguise of cold civility and hu- 
miliating advice. O ! to be a sturdy savage, stalking in the 
pride of his independence, amid the solitary wilds of his 
deserts, rather than in civilized life, helplessly to tremble for 
a subsistence, precarious as the caprice of a fellow-creature ! 
Every man has his virtues, and no man is without his fail- 
ings ; and curse on that privileged plain-dealing of friend- 
ship, which, in the hour of my calamity, cannot reach. forth 
the helping hand without at the same time pointing out 
those failings, and apportioning them their share in procure 
ing my present distress. My friends, for such the world 
calls ye, and such ye think yourselves to be, pass by my 
virtues if you please, but do, also, spare my follies : the 
first will witness in my breast for themselves, and the last 
will give pain enough to the ingenuous mind without you. 
And since deviating more or less from the paths of proprie- 
ty and rectitude, must be incident to human nature, da 
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thou. Fortune, put it in my power» always from myself, and 
of myself, to bear the consequence of those errors I I do 
not want to be independent that I may sin, but I want to 
be independent in my sinning. 

To return in this rambling letter to the subject I set out 
with, let me recommend my friend, Mr Clarke, to your ac- 
quaintance and good offices ; his worth entitles htm to the 
one, and his gratitude will merit the other. I long much 
to hear from you. Adieu ! 

R.B. 



No. CCVII. 

TO THE EARL OP BUCHAN. 

« 

Eluslana^ 1791. 
Mt Loed, 

LAKGcrAOB sinks under the ardour of my feelingi when I 
would thank your lordship for the honour you have done 
me in inviting me to make one at the coronation of the 
bust of Thomson. In my first enthusiasm in reading the 
card you did me the honour to write me, I overlooked every 
obstacle, and determined to go ; but I fear it will not be in 
my power. A week or two's absence, in the very middle 
of my harvest, is what I much doubt I dare not venture on. 
I once already made a pilgrimage up the whole course of 
the Tweed, and fondly would I take the same delightful 
journey daum the windings of that delightful stream. 

Your lordship hints at an ode for the occasion : but who 
would write after Collins ? I read over his verses to the 
memory of Thomson, and despaired* — I got indeed to the 
length of three or four stanzas, in the way of address to the 
shade of the bard, on crowning his bust. I shall trouble 
your lordship with the subjoined copy of them, which, I am 
afinaid, will be but too convincing a proof how unequal I 

x2 
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am to the task. However, it affords me an opportunity (^ 
approaching yonr lordship, and dedttring how sincerely and 
gratefully I have the honour to be^ &c 

B. B 



No. CCVIIL 
TO MR THOMAS SLOAN. 

ELLISLANOy Sqa, Ut, 1791. 

My dear Sloan, 

Suspense is worse than disappointment ; for that reason 
I hurry to tell you that I just now learn that Mr Ballan- 
tine does not choose to interfere more in the business. I 
am truly sorry for it, but cannot help it 

You blame me for not writing you sooner, but you will 
please to recollect that you omitted one little necessary 
piece of information ; — ^your address. 

However, you know equally well, my hurried life, indo- 
lent temper, and strength of attachment It must be a 
longer period than the longest life " in the world's hale and 
undegenerate days," that will make me forget so dear a 
friend as Mr Sloan. I am prodigal enough at times, but I 
will not part with such a treasure as that 

I can easily enter into the embamu of your present si- 
tuation. You know my fiivourite quotation from Young— 

«* On Reason build Resolve t 

That column of true majesty in man.''— 

And that other &vourite one from Thomson's Alfred— 

« What protes the hero tmly great. 
Is, never, never to despair." 

Or, shall I quote you an author of your aoquaintanoe ? 

t* —-Whether doing, suffering, or forbearing, 
Yott may do miracles bj^— rBRSSvsRiNG.** 

I have nothing new to tell you. The few friends we 
have are going on in the old way. I sold my crop on tbit 



1 
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m' day se'ennight, and sold it very well A guinea an acre, on 

^, an average, above value* But such a scene of drunkenness 

was hardly ever seen in this country. After the roup was 
ji : over, about thirty people engaged in a battle, eyeiy man for 

bis own hand, and fought it out for three hours* Kor was 
the scene much better in the house. No fighting, indei^, 
but folks lying drunk on the floor, and decanting, until 
)otb my dogs got so drunk by attending them, that they 
could not stand. You will easily guess how I enjoyed the 
scene ; as I was no &rther over thap you used to see me. 

Mrs B. and fiunily have been in Aiyshire these many 
weeks. 
• FarewJsll ! and God bless you, my dear Friend ! 

R. B. 






No.*CCIX. 
TO COLONEL FULLARTON OF FULLARTON. 



I Ellisland, October Sc^ 1791. 

f Sir, 

I HAVE just this minute got the frank, and next minute 
must send it to post, else I purposed to have sent you two 
or three other bagatelles that might have amused a vacant 
hour, about as weU as ' Six excellent new Songs,' or the 
' Aberdeen prognostications for the year to come.* I shall 
probably trouble you soon with another packet, about the 
gloomy month of November, when the people of England 
hang and drown themselves — any thing generally is better 
than one's own thoughts. 

. Fond as I may be of my own productions, it is not for 
their sake that I am so anxious to send you them. I am 
ambitious, covetously ambitious, of being known to a gen- 
tleman who was a foreign ambassador as soon as he was a 
man ; and a leader of armies as soon as he was a soldier; 
and that with an eclat unknown to the usual minions of a 

x3 
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court, men who with all the adventitious advantages of 
princely connections, and princely fortunes, must yet, like 
the caterpillar, labour a whole life-time before they reach the 
wished-for height, there 1x> roost a stupid chiysalis, and doze 
out the remaining glimmering existence of old age. 

If the gentleman that accompanied you when you did tee 
the honour of calling on me, is with you, I beg to be re^ 
spectfuUy remembered to him. 

I have the honour to be, 

Tour highly obliged and most devoted humble sertant, 

as.* 

* This letter originally appeared la ihe iHuiley Magadae, 1^8,* 
accompanied by the following note. " With the following nlic 
from the pen of our Poet, we have been favoured by a friend ; 
and all connected with his name and history possessing a share 
of interest, it will not, we are confident, require ftirther apology 
for its insertion. As indeed appears, this casual note was ad- 
dressed to Colonel FuUarton wMlst resident in England, accom- 
panied as would also seem by some verses : what &ese were, we 
regret we have been unable to ascertain. It is not perhaps to be 
expected, that any thing will be discovered tending ftirther to 
elucidate the character of Bums : indeed, his genius may be said 
to have been of such an open and uncompromising nature, as 
irrepressibly to have unfolded in almost every sentence of his 
inimitable writings. Yet as an additional fragment of that frame 
of thought so characteristic of its great author, the present letter 
is certainly worthy of preservation ; whilst it seems but justice to 
give every publicity to an opinion so flattering and so unequivo- 
cally expressed towards the object of the writer's admiration. 
Colonel Fullarton, it is believed, had not been introduced to 
Bums prior to his return from India about 1784; but baring at 
this period met with him, he continued ever after an enthusiastic 
and warm friend of his distinguished countryman ; and to his im- 
perishable honour, has been commemorated in some of the Poet's 
finest productions. We shall only farther add, that the original 
letter remains in the possession of the honourable Mrs Hamilton 
Fullarton, the Colonel's widow> and till now has aever been 
published."--M- 
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No. OCX. 
TO LADY E. CUNNINGHAM. 

My Lady, 

I WOULD, as usual, have availed myself of the privilege 
your goodness has allowed me, of sending you any thing I 
compose in my poetical way ; but as I had resolved, so soon 
as the shock of my irreparable loss would allow me, to 
pay a tribute to my late bene&ctor, I determined to make 
that the first piece I should do myself the honour of send- 
ing you. Had the wing of my fancy been equal to the 
ardour of my heart, the inclosed had been much more 
worthy your perusal : as it is^ I beg leave to lay it at 
your ladyship's feet.* As all the world knows my obliga- 
tions to the late Earl of Glencaim, I would wish to show 
as openly, that my heart glows, and shall ever glow, with 
the most grateful sense and remembrance of his lordship's 
goodness. The sables I did myself the honour to wear to 
his lordship*s memory, were not the " mockery of woe.*' 
Nor shall my gratitude perish with me! — If, among my 
children, I shall have a son that has a heart, he shall hand 
it down to his child as a family honour, and a family debt, 
that my dearest existence I owe to the noble house of 
Glencaim ! 

I was about to say, my lady, that if you think the poem 
may venture to see the light, 1 would, in some way or 
other, give it to the world. 



* Hie poem inclosed was the Lament for Jamet Earl of Gien- 
'^^icairn.— M. 
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No. CCXI. 
TO MR AINSLIE. 

Elliblano, 1791. 
Mt dear Ainslie, 

Can you minister to a mind diseased ? can you, amid the 
horrors of penitence, regret, remorse, head-ache, nausea, 
and all the rest of the damned hounds of hell, that beset a 
poor wretch, who has been guilty of the sin of drunkenness 
—can you speak peace to a troubled soul ? 

Miserable perdu that I am, I have tried every thing that 
used to amuse me, but in vain : here must I sit, a monu- 
ment of the vengeance laid up in store for the wicked* 
slowly counting every chick of the dock as it slowly, slowly, 
numbers over these lazy scoundrels of hours, who, damn 
them, are ranked up before me, every one at his neighbour^ 
backside, and every one with a burthen of anguEish on his 
back, to pour on my devoted head— and there is none to 
pity me. My wife scolds me \ my business torments me, 
and my sins come staring me in the face, every one telling 
a more bitter tale than his fellow. — When I tell you even 
« • • has lost its power to please, you will guess something 
of my hell within, and all around me— I began EHbanke 
and ElibraeSf but the stanzas fell unenjoyed, and unfinish- 
ed from my listless tongue : at last I luckily thought of 
reading over an old letter of yours, that lay by me in my 
book-case, and I felt something for the first time since I 
opened my eyes, of pleasurable existence.^— — Well — I 
begin to breathe a little, since I began to write to you. 
How are you, and what are you doing ? How goes Law ? 
Apropos, for connexion's sake do not address to me super* 
visor, for that is an honour I cannot pretend to — I am on 
the list, as we call it, for a supervisor, and will be called out 
by and bye to act as one ; but at present, I am a simple 
ganger, tho* t'other day I got an appointment to an excise 
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m 

division of 25/. per annum better than the rt&L My pr»> 
sent income, down money, is 7(V. per annum* 

1 have one or two good fellows here who» you would be 
glad to know. 



No. CCXII. 
TO MISS DAVIES. 

It is impossible. Madam, that the generous warmth and 
angelic purity of your youthful mind, can have any idea of 
that moral disease under which I unhappily must rank as 
the chief of sinners ; I mean a torpitude of the moral 
powers, that may be called^ a lethargy of conscience. — la 
vain Remorse rears her horrent crest, and rouste all her 
snakes : beneath the deadly-fixed eye and leaden hand of 
Indolence, their wildest ire is charmed into the torpor of 
the bat, slumbering out the rigours of winter in the chink 
of a ruined wall. Nothing less. Madam, could have made 
me so long neglect your obliging commands. Indeed I had 
one apology — the bagatelle was not worth presenting. Be- 
sides, so strongly am I interested in Miss Davies's fate and 
welfare in the serious business of life, amid its chances and 
changes, that to make her the subject of a silly ballad, is 
downright mockery of these ardent feelings ; 'tis like an 
impertinent jest to a dying friend. 

Gracious Heaven ! why this disparity between our wishes 
and our powers ? Why is the most generous wish to make 
others blest, impotent and inefiectual — as the idle breeze 
that crosses the pathless desert ? In my walks of life I 
have m^t with a few people to whom how gladly would I 
have said — ** Go, be happy ! I know that your hearts have 
been wounded by the scorn of the proud, whom accident 
has placed above you — or worse still, in whose hands are, 
perhaps, placed many of the comforts of your life. But 
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there! ascend that rock* Independence, and look justly 
down on their littleness of souL Make the worthless trem- 
ble under your indignation, and the foolish sink before your 
contempt ; and largely impart that happiness to others 
which, X am certain, will give yourselves so much pleasure 
to bestow." 

Why, dear Madam, must I wake from this delightful 
reverie, and find it all a dream ? Why, amid my generous 
enthusiasm, must I find myself poor and powerless, incapa- 
ble of wiping one tear from the eye of pity, or of adding 
one comfort to the friend I love ! — Out upon the world I 
say I, that its affairs are administered so ill I They talk of 
rdbrm ; — good Heaven ! what a reform would I make 
Mnong the sons, and even the daughters of men I — Down, 
immediately, should go fools from the high places where 
misbegotten chance has perked them up, and through life 
should they skulk, ever haunted by their native insignifi- 
cance, as the body marches accompanied by its shadow.— 
As for a much more formidable class, the knaves, I am at 
a loss what to do with them : had I a world, there should 
not be a knave in it. 

But the hand that could give, I would liberaUy fill : and 
I would pour delight on the heart that could kindly for- 
give, and generously love. 

Still the inequalities of life are, among men, compara- 
tively tolerable — ^but there is a delicacy, a tenderness, ac- 
companying eveiy view in which we can place lovely Wo- 
man, that are grated and shocked at the rude, capricious 
distinctions of Fortune. Woman is the blood-royal of life : 
let there be slight degrees of precedency among them — ^but 
let them be all sacred. — ^Whether this last sentiment be 
right or wrong, I am not accountable ; it is an original com- 
ponent feature of my mind. 

R.B. 
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No. CCXIIL 

TO MRS DUNLOP. 

£llislani>» lYM D^eembtr, 1791. 

Many thanks to you, Madam, for your good news re- 
specting the little floweret and the mother-plant I hope 
my poetic prayers have been heard, and will be answered 
up to the w ar me s t sincerity of their fullest extent ; and 
then Mrs Henri will find her little darling the representative 
of bis late parent, in every thing but bis abridged existence. 

I have just finbbed the following song, which to a lady 
the descendant of Wallace— and many heroes of bis truly 
illustrious line->4ind herself the mother of several soldiery 
needs neither prefiice nor apology. 

" Scene-^a field of battle — time of the day, evening ; 
the wounded and dying of the victorious army are mi/k 
posed to join in the following 

SONG OF DEATH. 

Farewell, thou fair day, thoa green earth, and ye skief 
Now gay with the bright setting gun ; 

Farewell, loves and fUendshipB, ye deai, tender ties- 
Oar race of eustenoe is ran P' 

{See voL ii. page 105.) 

Tlie circumstance that gave rise to the foregoing verses^ 
was, looking over with a musical friend M'Donald's collec- 
tion of Highland airs, I was struck with one, an Isle of 
Skye tune, entitled ' Oran an Aoig,or,the Song of Deatb»* 
to the measure of which I have adapted my stanzas. I 
have of late composed two or three other little pieces, 
which, ere yon full-orbed moon, whose broad iao^udent face 
now stares at old mother earth all night, shall have shniok 
into a modest crescent, just peeping forth at dewy dawn» I 
shall find an hour to transcribe for you. A Dieu je vout 
commende, 

R. S*. > 
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No. CCXIV. ' 

TO MRS DUNLOP. 

5th January, 1792. 

You see my hurried life* Madam: I can only command 
startft of time ; bowever, I am glad of one thing ; since I 
finished the other ^eet, the political blast that threatened 
my welfare is over-blown. I have corresponded with Com- 
missioner Graham, for the board had made me the subject 
of th^ animadiwriions ; and now I have the pleasure of 
informing you, that all is set to rights in that quarter. 
Now aa to these informers, may the devil be let loose to 

but, hold ! I was praying most ferveatly in my last 

sheet, and I must not so soon fall a 9weariug in this. 

Alas I how little do the wantonly or idly officious think 
what mischief they do by their malicious insinuations, in- 
direct impertinence, or thoughtless blabbings. What a 
difference there is in intrinsic worth, candour, benevolence^ 
generosity, kindness, — ^in all the charities and all the vir- 
tues ; between one class of human beings and another 1 
For instance, the amiable circle I so lately mixed with in 
the hospitable hall of Dunlop, their generous hearts— their 
uncontaminated dignified minds — their informed and polish- 
ed underBtaadiDg»--*wbat a contrast, when compared-<-if 
such comparing were not downright sacrilege— with the 
soul of the ntscreant wiio can deliberately plot the de- 
struction >of an honest man that; never offended him, and 
^itha grin of satia&ction see the upfortunate being, his 
fiiithfiil wife, and prattling innooeQts, turned over to beg- 
gary and ruin I 

Your cap, my dear Madam, arrived safe. I bad two 
worthy fellows dining wiih me the other day, wben I, with 
great fonnality, piodvoed my whigmeleerie cup, and told 
them that it had been a fieimily-piece among the descendants 
of WiSiam Wallace. This roused such an enthusiasm, that 
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tbej ioBisted on bumpering the punch round in it ; and by 
and by, never did your great ancestor lay a Suthran more 
completely to rest, than for a time did your cup my two 
friends. Apropos, this if the season of wishing. May God 
bless you, my dear friend, and bless me, the humblest and 
sincerest of your friends, by granting you yet many returns 
of the season ! May all good things attend you and yours 
wherever they are scattered over the earth ! 

R. B. 



No. CCXV. 
TO MR WILLIAM SMELLIE, PRINTER. 

Dumfries, ^2d January , 1792. 
I SIT down, my dear Sir, to introduce a young lady to 
you, and a lady in the first ranks of fashion, too. What a 
task ! to yon— who care no mote for the herd of animals 
called young ladies than you do for the herd of animals 
called young gentlemen. To you — ^who despise and detest 
the groupings and combinations of fashion, as an idiot 
painter that seems industrious to place staring fools and 
unprincipled knaves In the foreground of his picture, while 
men of sense and honesty are too often thrown in the dim- 
mest shades. Mrs Riddel, who will take this letter to town 
with her, and send it to you. is a character that, even in 
your own way, as a naturalist and a philosopher, would be 
an acqaisitioa to your acquaintance. The lady, too, is a 
votary to the muses ; and as I think mysdf somewhat of a 
judge io my own trade, I assure you that her verses, always 
correct, and often elegant, are much beyond the common 
run of the Ukdif-poeteases of the day. She b a great ad- 
mirer of your bodL ; and, hearing ne say that I wns ac- 
quainted witli you, she begged to be known to you, as she 
is just going to pay her first visit to our Caledonian capital. 
I told her that her best way was, to desire her near relation, 
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and your intimate friend, Craigdarroch, to have you at his 
house while she was there ; and lest you might think of a 
lively West Indian girl of eighteen, as girls of eighteen too 
often deserve to be thought of, I should take care to re- 
move that prejudice. To be impartial, however, in appre- 
ciating the lady*s merits, she has one unlucky failing : a 
failing which you will easily discover, as she seems rather 
pleased with indulging in it ; and a failing that you will 
easily pardon, as it is a sin which very much besets your- 
self ; — where she dislikes, or despises, she is apt to make no 
more a secret of it, than where she esteems and respects. 

I will not present you with the unmeaning compliments 
of the season, but I will send you my warmest wishes and 
most ardent prayers, that Fortune may never throw your 
suBBisTENCB to the mercy of a knave, or set your charac- 
ter on the judgment of a fool ; but, that upright and 
erect, you may walk to an honest grave, where men of let- 
ters shall say, here lies a man who did honour to science, 
and men of worth shall say, here lies a man who did honour 
to human nature. 



No. CCXVI. 

TO MR WM. NICOL. 

20th February, 1792. 
O THOU, wisest among the wise, meridian blaze of pru- 
dence, full moon of discretion, and chief of many counsel- 
lors I How infinitely is thy puddle-headed, rattle-headed, 
wrong-headed, round-headed slave indebted to thy super- 
eminent goodness, that from the luminous path of thy own 
right-lined rectitude, thou lookest benignly down on an 
erring wretch, of whom the zig-zag wanderings defy all the 
powers of calculation, from the simple copulation of units. 
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up to the hidden mysteries of fluxions I May one feeble 
ray of that light of wisdom which darts from thy sensorium, 
straight as the arrow of heaven, and bright as the meteor of 
inspiration, may it be my portion, so that I may be less un- 
worthy of the face and favour of that father of proverbs 
and master of maxims, that antipode of folly, and magnet 
among the sages, the wise and witty Willie Nicol ! Amen ! 
Amen ! Yea, so be it ! 

For me! 1 am a beast, a reptile, and know nothing! 
From the cave of my ignorance, amid the fogs of my dul- 
ness, and pestilential fumes of my political heresies, I look 
up to thee, as doth a toad through the iroo-barred lucerne 
of a pestiferous dungeon, to the cloudless glory of a sum- 
mer sun ! Sorely sighing in bitterness of soul, I say, when 
shall my name be the quotation of the wise, and my coun- 
tenance be the delight of the godly, like the illustrious lord 
of Laggan's many hills ? As for him, his works are per- 
fect : never did the pen of calumny blur the fair page of his 
reputation, nor the bolt of hatred fly at his dwelling. 

Thou mirror of purity, when shall the elfine lamp of my 
glimmerous understanding, purged from sensual appetites 
and gross desires, shine like the constellation of thy in- 
tellectual powers. — As for thee, thy thoughts are pure, and 
thy lips are holy. Never did the unhallowed breath of the 
powers of darkness, and the pleasures of darkness, pollute 
the sacred flame of thy sky-descended and heaven-bound 
desires : never did the vapours of impurity stain the un- 
clouded serene of thy cerulean imagination. O that like 
thine were the tenor of my life, like thine the tenor of my 
conversation ! then should no friend fear for my strength, 
no enemy rejoice in my weakness ! Then should I lie 
down and rise up, and none to make me afraid. — May thy 
pity and thy prayer be exercised for, O thou lamp of wis- 
dom and mirror of morality ! thy devoted slave, 

R. B. 



y2 
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No. CCXVII. 
TO FRANCIS GROSE, ESQ. F.S.A. 

Dumfries, 1792. 
Sir, 

I BBLiEVE among all our Scots literati you have not met 
with professor Dugald Stewart, who fills the moral philo- 
sophy chair in the University of Edinburgh. To say tliat 
he is a man of the first parts, and what is more, a man of 
the first worth, to a gentleman of your general acquaintance, 
and who so much enjoys the luxury of unencumbered free- 
dom and undisturbed privacy, is not perhaps recommenda- 
tion enough : — bat when I inform you that Mr Stewart*ls 
principal characteristic is your favourite feature ; that ster- 
ling independence of mind, which, though every man's right, 
so few men have the courage to claim, and fewer still the 
magnanimity to support : — When I tell you, that unseduced 
by splendour, and undisgusted by wretchedness, he appre- 
ciates the merits of the various actors in the great drama of 
life, merely as they perform their parts — ^in short, he is a 
man after your own heart, and I comply with his earnest 
request in letting you know that he wishes above all things 
to meet with you. His house, Catrine, is within less than 
a mile of Som Castle, which you proposed visiting ; or if 
you could transmit him the inclosed, he would with the 
greatest pleasure meet you any where in the neighbourhood.. 
I write to Ayrshire to inform Mr Stewart that I have ac- 
quitted myself of my promise. Should your time and 
spirits permit your meeting with Mr Stewart, 'tis well ; if 
not, I hope you will forgive this liberty, and I have at least 
an opportunity of assuring you with what truth and respect, 

I am. Sir, 

Your great admirer. 

And very humble servant, 

R. R 
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No. CCXVIII. 

TO THE SAME. 

Dumfries, i[792* 
Among the many witch stories I have heard, relating to 
Alloway kirk, I distinctly remember only two or three. 

Upon a stormy night, amid whistling squalls of wind, and 
bitter blasts of hail ; in short, on such a night as the devil 
would choose to take the air in ; a farmer or farmer*s servant 
was plodding and plashing homeward with his plough-irons 
on his shoulder, having been getting some repairs on them 
at a neighbouring smithy. His way lay by the kirk of 
AUoway, and being rather on the anxious look out in ap- 
proaching a place so well known to be a favourite haunt of 
the devil and the devil's friends and emissaries, he was 
struck aghast by discovering through the horrors of the 
storm and stormy night, a light, which on his nearer ap- 
proach plainly showed itself to proceed from the haunted 
edifice. Whether he liad been fortified from above on his 
devout supplication, as is customary with people when they 
suspect the immediate presence of Satan ; or whether, ac- 
cording to another custom, he had got courageously drunk 
at the smithy, I will not pretend to determine ; but so it 
was that he ventured to go up to, nay into the very kirk. 
As luck would have it his temerity came off unpunished. 

The members of the infernal junto were all out on some 
midnight business or other, and he saw nothing but a kind 
of kettle or caldron, depending from the roof, over the fire, 
simmering some heads of unchristened children, limbs of 
executed malefactors, &c. for the business of the night. — It 
was, in for a penny, in for a pound, with the honest plough- 
man : so without ceremony he unhooked the caldron from 
off the fire, and, pouring out the damnable ingredients, in- 
verted it on his head, and carried it fairly home, where it re- 
mained long in the family, a living evidence of the truth 
of the story. 

y3 
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Another stoiy, which I can prove to be equally authen- 
tic, was as follows : 

On a market day in the town of Ayr, a &nner from Car- 
rick, and consequently whose way lay by the very gate of 
Alloway kirk-yard, in order to cross the river Doon at the 
old Bridge, which is about two or three hundred yards far- 
ther on than the said gate, had been detained by his busi- 
ness, till by the time he reached Alloway it was the wizard 
hour, between night and morning. 

Though he was terrified with a blaze streaming from the 
kirk, yet it is a well-known fact that to turn back on these 
occasions is running by far the greatest risk of mischief, he 
prudently advanced on his road. When he had reached 
the gate of the kirk-yard, he was surprised and entertained, 
through the ribs and arches of an old gotliic window, which 
still faces the highway, to see a dance of witches merrily 
footing it round their old sooty blackguard master, who was 
keeping them all alive with the power of his bag-pipe. The 
firmer stopping his horse to observe them a litde, could 
plainly descry the faces of many old women of his acquain- 
tance and neighbourhood. How the gentleman was dressed 
tradition does not say ; but that the ladies were all in theii 
smocks : and one of them happening unluckily to have a 
smock which was considerably too short to answer all the 
purpose of that piece of dress, our farmer was so tickled, 
that he involuntarily burst out, with a loud laugh, *' Weel 
luppen, Maggy wi' the short sark !*' and recollecting him- 
self, instantly spurred his horse to the top of his speed. I 
need not mention the universally known fact, that no dia- 
bolical power can pursue you beyond the middle of a run- 
ning stream. Lucky it was for the poor farmer that the 
river Doon was so near, for notwithstanding the speed of 
his horse, which was a good one, against he reached the 
middle of the arch of* the bridge, and consequently the mid- 
dle of the stream, the purauing, vengeful hags, were so close 
at his heels, that one of them actually sprung to seize him ; 
but it was too late, nothing was on her side of the stream 
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but the horse's tail, which immediately gave way at her in« 
fernal grip, as if blasted by a stroke of lightning ; but the 
farmer was beyond her reach. However, the unsightly, 
tail-less, condition of the vigorous steed was to the last hour 
of the noble creature's life, an awful warning to the Carrick 
farmers, not to stay too late in Ayr markets. 

The last relation I shall give, though equally true, is not 
so well identified as the two former, with regard to the 
scene ; but as the best authorities give it for Alloway, I 
shall relate it. 

On a summer's evening, about the time nature puts on 
her sables to mourn the expiry of the cheerful day, a shep« 
herd boy, belonging to a farmer in the immediate neigh* 
bourhood of Alloway kirk, had just folded his charge, and 
was returning home. As he passed the kirk, in the adjoin- 
ing field, he fell in with a crew of men and women, who 
were busy pulling stems of the plant Ragwort. He observed 
that as each person pulled a Ragwort, h^ or she got astride 
of it, and called out, " up horsie !'' on which the Ragwort 
flew off, like Pegasus, through the air with its rider. The 
foolish boy likewise pulled his Ragwort, and cried with the 
rest, " up horsie !" and, strange to tell, away he flew with 
the company. The first stage at which the cavalcade stopt, 
was a merchant*s wine cellar in Bourdeaux, where, without 
saying by your leave, they quaffed away at the best the cel- 
lar could afford, until the morning, foe to the imps and 
works of darkness, threatened to throw liglit on the matter, 
and frightened them from their carousals. 

The poor shepherd lad, being equally a stranger to the 
scene and the liquor, heedlessly got himself drunk ; and 
when the rest todk horse, he fell asleep, and was found so 
next day by some of the people belonging to the merchant. 
Somebody that understood Scotch, asking him what he was, 
he said such'^-one's herd in Alloway, and by some means 
or other getting home again, he lived long to tell the world 
the wondrous tale. R. B.''^ 

* This letter was copied from the * Censura Literaria,' 1 786. 
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No. CCXIX. 

TO MR J. CLARKE, EDINBURGH. 

July 16, 1792. 
Mb Burns begs leave to present his most respectful 
compliments to Mr Clarice, — Mr B. some time ago did him- 
self the honour of writing Mr C. respecting coming out to 
the countr}% to give a little musical instruction in a highly- 
respectable family, where Mr C. may have his own terms, 
and may be as happy as indolence, the Devil, and the gout, 
will permit him. Mr B. knows well how Mr C. is engaged 
with another fiimily ; but cannot Mr C. find two or three 
weeks to spare to each of them ? Mr B. is deeply impressed 
with, and awfully conscious of, the high importance of Mr 
C.'s time, whether in the winged moments of symphonious 
exhibition, at the k^ys of harmony, while listening seraphs 
cease their own less delightful strains ; or in the drowsy 
arms of slumberous repose, in the arms of his dearly beloved 
elbow-chair, where the frowsy, but potent power of indo- 
lence, circumfuses her vapours round, and sheds her dews 
on the head of her darling son. But half a line conveying 
half a meaning from Mr C. would make Mr B. the happiest 
of mortals. 

R. B. 



It wa8 communicated to the editor of that work, Sir Egertoa 
Bridges, by Mr Gilchrist of Stamford, with the following remark. 
*' In a collection of miscellaneous papers of the Antiquary 
Grose, which I purchased a few years since, I found the following 
letter to him by Burns, when the former was collecting the Anti- 
quities of Scotland : When I premise it was on the second tradi- 
tion that he afterwards formed the inimitable tale of * Tam 
O^Shanter,* I cannot doubt of its being read with great interest. 
It were * burning day-light* to point out to a reader (and who 
is not a reader of Burns ?) the thoughts he afterwards transplanted 
into the rhythmical narrative.*' — M. 
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No. CCXX. 

TO MRS DUNLOP. 

Annan Water Foot, 22d August, 1792. 

Do not blame me for it, Madam — my own cqnscience^ 
hackneyed and weather-beaten as it is, in watching and re- 
proving my vagaries, follies, indolence, &c. has continued 
to punish me sufficiently. 

Do you think it possible, my dear and honoured friend, 
tliat I could be so lost to gratitude for many favours ; to 
esteem for much worth, and to the honest, kind, pleasurable 
tie of, now old acquaintance, and I hope and am sure of 
progressive, increasing friendship — ^as for a single day, not 
to think of you — to ask the Fates what they are doing and 
about to do with my much loved friend and her wide scat- 
tered connexions, and to beg of them to be as kind to you 
and yours as they possibly can ? 

Apropos I (though how it is apropos, I have not leisure 
to explain,) Do you know tliat I am almost in love with an 
acquaintance of yours ? — Almost ! said I — I am in love, 
souce 1 over head and ears, deep as the most unfathomable 
abyss of the boundless ocean ; but the word Love, owing 
to the intermvngledoms of the good and the bad, the pure 
and the impure, in this world, being rather an equivocal 
term for expressing one's sentiments and sensations, I must 
do justice to the sacred purity of my attachment. Know, 
then, that the heart-struck awe ; the distant humble ap- 
proach ; the delight we should have in gazing upon and 
listening to a Messenger of Heaven, appearing in all the 
unspotted purity of his celestial home, among the coarse, 
polluted, far inferior sons of men, to deliver to them tidings 
tliat make their hearts swim in joy, and their imaginations 
soar in transport — such, so delighting and so pure, were the 
emotions of my soul on meeting the other day with Miss 
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Lesley BaiUie, your neighbour, at M . Mr B. with his 

two daughters, accompanied hy Mr H. of G., passing 
through Dumfries a few days ago, on their way to England, 
did me the honour of calling on me ; on which I took my 
horse, (though God knows I could ill spare the time,) and 
accompanied them fourteen or fifteen miles, and dined and 
spent the day with them. 'Twas about nine, I think, when 
I left them, and, riding home, I composed the following 
ballad, of which you will probably think you have a dear 
bargain, as it will cost you another groat of postage. You 
must know that there is an old ballad beginning with— 

<< My bonnie Lizie Bailie 
I'll rowe thee in my plaidie.** &c. 

So I parodied it as follows, which is literally the first copy, 
*' unanointed, unanneaPd ;" as Hamlet says. — 

<< O saw ye bonnie Lesley 

As she gaed o'er the border ? 
She's gane, like Alexander, 

To spread her conquests farther.'* 

\^See voL iii. page 58]* 

So much for ballads. I regret that you are gone to the 
east country, as I am to be in Ayrshire in about a fortnight. 
This world of ours, notwithstanding it has many good things 
in it, yet it has ever had this curse, that two or three people, 
who would be the happier the ofteuer they met together, 
are, almost without exception, always so placed as never to 
meet but once or twice a year, which, considering the few 
years of a man's life, is a very great " evil under the sun," 
which I do not recollect that Solomon has mentioned in 
his catalogue of the miseries of man. I hope and believe 
that there is a state of existence beyond the grave, where 
the worthy of this life will renew their former intimacies, 
with this endearing addition, that "we meet to part no 
more !" 

** Tell us, ye dead, 
Will none of you in pity disclose the secret 
What 'tis you are, and we must shortly be !" 

A thousand times have I made this apostrophe to the de- 
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parted sons of men, but not one of them has ever thought 
fit to answer the question. " O tliat some courteous ghost 
would blab it out !" but it cannot be ; you and I, my friend, 
must make the experiment by ourselves, and for ourselves. 
However, I am so convinced that an unshaken faith in the 
doctrines of religion is not only necessary, by making us 
better men, but also by making us happier men, tliat I 
should take every care that your little godson, and every 
little creature tliat shall call me father, shall be taught 
them. 

So ends this heterogeneous letter, written at this wild 
place of tlie world, in the intervals of my labour of dis- 
charging a vessel of rum from Antigua. 

R.B. 



No. CCXXI. 
TO MR CUNNINGHAM. 

Dumfries, l(Hh September, 1792. 
No ! I will not attempt an apology.— Amid all my hurry 
of business, grinding the faces of the publican and the sin- 
ner on the merciless wheels of the Excise ; making ballads, 
and then drinking, and singing them ; and, over and above 
all, the correcting the press-work of two different publica- 
tions ; still, still I might have stolen five minutes to dedi- 
cate to one of the first of my friends and fellow-creatures. 
I might have done, as I do at present, snatched an hour 
near ** witching time of night,'* and scrawled a page or two. 
I might have congratulated my friend on hb marriage ; or 
I might have thanked the Caledonian archers for the hon- 
our they have done me, (though to do myself justice, I in- 
tended to have done both in rhyme, else I had done both 
long ere now.) Well, then, here is to your good health ! 
for you must know, I have set a nipperkin of toddy by me, 
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just by way of spell, to keep away the nieikle horned Deilt 
or any of his subaltern imps wlio may be on their nightly 
rounds. 

But what shall I write to you ? — " Tlie voice said, cry," 
and I said, " what shall I cry ?" — O, thou spirit ! whatever 
thou art, or wherever thou makest thyself visible ! be thou 
a bogle by the eerie side of an auld thorn, in the dreary 
glen through which the herd-calkn maun bicker in his 
gloamin route frae the faulde ! — Be thou a brownie, set, at 
dead of night, to thy task by the blazing ingle, or in the 
solitary barn, where the repercussions of thy iron flail half 
afiVight thyself, as thou performest the work of twenty of 
the sons of men, ere the cock-crowing summon thee to thy 
ample cog of substantial brose. Be thou a kelpie, haunt- 
ing the ford or ferry, in the starless night, mixing thy laugh- 
ing yell with the howling of the storm and the roaring of 
the flood, as thou viewest the perils and miseries of man on 
the foundering horse, or in the tumbling boat ! — Or, lastly, 
be thou a ghost, paying thy nocturnal visits to the hoary 
ruins of decayed grandeur ; or performing thy mystic rites 
in the shadow of the time-worn church, while the moon 
looks, without a cloud, on the silent, ghastly dwellings of 
the dead around thee ; or taking thy stand by the bedside 
of the villain, or the murderer, portraying on his dreaming 
fancy, pictures, dreadful as the horrors of unveiled hell, 
and terrible as the wrath of incensed Deity! — Come, thou 
spirit, but not in these horrid forms ; come with the milder, 
gentle, easy inspirations, which thou breathest round the 
wig of a prating advocate, or the tete of a tea -sipping gos- 
sip, while their tongues run at the light-horse gallop of 
clish-maclaver for ever and ever — come and assist a poor 
devil who is quite jaded in the attempt to share half an 
idea among half a hundred words ; to fill up four quarto 
pages, while he has not got one single sentence of recollec- 
tion, information, or remark worth putting pen to paper 
for. 

I feel, I feel the presence of supernatural assistance I 
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circled in the embrace of my elbow-cliair, my breast labour, 
like the bloated Sybil on her three-footed stool, and like 
her too, labours with Nonsense. — ^Nonsense, auspicious 
name ! Tutor, friend, and finger-post in the mystic mazes 
of law ; the cadaverous paths of physic ; and particularly 
in the sightless soarings of school divinity, who, leaving 
Common Sense confounded at his strength of pinion ; Rea«- 
Bon delirious with eyeing his giddy flight ; and Trutli creep- 
ing back into the bottom of her well, cursing the hour that 
ever she offered her scorned alliance to the wizard power 
of Theologic Vision — raves abroad on all the winds. ** On 
earth discord ! a gloomy Heaven above, opening her jeal- 
ous gates to the nineteen thousandth part of the tithe of 
mankind ! and below, an inescapable and inexorable hell, 
expanding its leviathan jaws for tlie vast residue of mor- 
tals!!!" — O doctrine! comfortable and healing to the 
weary, wounded soul of man ! Ye sons and daughters of 
affliction, ye pauvres miserables, to whom day brings no 
pleasure, and night yields no rest, be comforted ! ** 'Tis 
but one to nineteen hundred thousand that your situation 
will mend in this world ;** so alas, the experience of the 
poor and the needy too often affirms : and 'tis nineteen 
hundred thousand to one, by the dogmas of********, 
that you will be damned eternally in the world to come ! 

But of all Nonsense, Religious Nonsense is the most non- 
sensical ; so enough, and more than enough of it. Only, 
by the bye, will you, or can you tell me, my dear Cunning- 
ham, why a sectarian turn of mind has always a tendency 
to narrow and illiberaljze the heart ? They are orderly ; 
they may be just ; nay, I have known them merciful : hut 
still your children of sanctity move among their fellow-crea- 
tures with a nostril-snuffing putrescence, and a footrspurn- 
ing filth, in short, with a conceited dignity that your titled 
******** or any other of your Scottish lordlings of 
seven centuries standing, display when they accidentally 
mix among the many-aproned sons of mechanical life. I 
remember, in my plough-boy days, I could not conceive it 
4 z 
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possible that a noble lord could be a fool, or a godly man 
could be a knave. — How ignorant are plough-boys ! — Nay, 
I have since discovered that a godly woman may be a 
« # # # # I — But hold — Here's t*ye again — this rum is gen- 
erous Antigua, so a very unfit menstruum for scandal. 

Apropos, how do you like, I mean really like, the mar- 
ried life ? Ah, my friend ! matrimony is quite a different 
thing from what your love-sick youths and sighing girls take 
it to be 1 But marriage, we are told is appointed by God, 
and I shall never quarrel with any of his institutions. I 
am a husband of older standing than you, and shall give you 
my ideas of the conjugal state, (en passant : you know I 
am no Latinist, is not conjugal derived from jugum, a 
yoke !) Well then, the scale of good wifeship I divide into 
ten parts. — Goodnature, four ; Good Sense, two ; Wit, 
one; Personal Charms, viz. a sweet face, eloquent eyes, 
fine limbs, graceful carriage, (I would add a fine waist too, 
but that is so soon spoilt you know) all tliese, one ; as for 
the other qualities belonging to, or attending on, a wife, 
such as Fortune, Connexions, Education, (I mean educa- 
tion extraordinary) Family blood, &c. divide the two re- 
maining degrees among them as you please ; only, remem- 
ber that all these minor properties must be expressed by 
fractions^ for there is not any one of them, in the afore- 
said scale, entitled to the dignity of an integer. 

As for the rest of my fancies and reveries — ^how I lately 
met with IVIiss Lesley Baillie, the most beautiful, elegant 
woman in the world — ^how I accompanied her and her fa- 
ther's fiimily fifteen miles on their journey, out of pure de- 
votion, to admire the loveliness of the works of God, in 
such an unequalled display of them — ^liow, iu galloping 
home at night, I made a ballad on her, of which these two 
stanzas make a part — 

Thou, boDoie Lesley, art a queen, 

Thy subjects we before thee -, 
Thou, bonnie Lesley, art divine, 

The hearts o* men adore thee. 
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The very Deil he could na scathe 

Whatever wad belang thee 1 
He*d look into thy bonnie face 

And say, * I canna wrang thee*— 

behold all these things are written in the chronicles of mv 
^maginations, and shall be read by thee, my dear friend, 
and by thy beloved spouse, my other dear friend, at a more 
convenient season. 

Now, to thee, and to thy before-designed 6o«om-com- 
paniou, be given the precious things brought forth by the 
sun, and the precious things brought forth by the moon» 
and the benignest influences of the stars, and the living 
streams which flow from the fountains of life, and by the 
tree of life, for ever and ever I Amen ! 

R. B. 



No. CCXXIL 
TO MRS DUNLOP. 

Dumfries, 24M September, 1792. 

I HATS this moment, my dear Madam, yours of the 
twenty-thifd. All your other kind reproaches, your news, 
&c. are out of my head when I read and think on Mrs. 

H ^*8 situation. Good God ! a heart-wounded helpless 

young woman — ^in a strange, foreign land, and that land 
convulsed with every horror that can harrow the human 
feelings — sick — looking, longing for a comforter, but find- 
ing none — a mother's feelings, too : — but it is too much : 
he who wounded (he only can) may He heal I 

I wish the farmer great joy of his new acquisition to his 
family. ###### I cannot say that I give him joy of 
his life as a &rmer. 'Tis, as a farmer paying a dear, un- 
conscionable rent, a cursed life ! As to a laird farming his 
own property ; sowing his own com in hope ; and reaping 
it, in spite of brittle weather, in gladness; knowing that 
none can say unto him, ' what dost thou ?* — ^&ttening his 

z2 
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herds ; shearing his flocks ; rejoicing at Christmas ; and 
begetting sons and daughters, until he be the venerated, 
grey-haired leader of a little tribe — ^'tis a heavenly life ! but 
Devil take the life of reaping the fruits that another must 
eat. 

Well, your kind wishes will be gratified, as to seeing me 
when I make my Ayrshire visit. I cannot leave Mrs 
B , until her nine months' race is nm, which may per- 
haps be in three or four weeks. She, too, seems determin- 
ed to make me the patriarchal leader of a band. However, 
if Heaven will be so obliging as to let n\e have them in the 
proportion of three boys to one girl, I shall be so much the 
more pleased. I hope, if I am spared with them, to show 
a 6et of boys that will do honour to my cares and name ; 
but I am not equal to the task of rearing girls. Besides, 
I am too poor ; a girl should always have a fortune. Apro- 
pos, your little godson is thriving charmingly, but is a very 
devil. He, though two years younger, has completely 
mastered his brother. Robert is indeed the mildest, gen- 
tlest creature I ever saw. He has a most surprising memory, 
and is quite the pride of his schoolmaster. 

You know how readily we get into prattle upon a sub- 
ject dear to our heart : you can excuse it. God bless you 
and yours ! R. B. 



No. ccxxni. 

TO MRS DUNLOP. 

Supposed to havt been toritten on tht Death of Mre H , 

her Daughter* 

I HAD been from uome, and did not receive your letter 
until my return the other day. What shall I say to com- 
fort you, my much-valued, much-afflicted friend! I can 
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but grieve with you ; consolation I have none to offer, 
except that which religion holds out to the children of afflic- 
tion — children of affliction ! — ^how just the expression ! 
and like every other family, they have matters among them 
which they hear, see, and feel in a serious, all-important 
manner, of whi<5h the world has not, nor cares to have, any 
idea. The world looks indifferently on, makes the passing 
remark, and proceeds to the next novel occurrence. 

Alas, Madam ! who would wish for many years ? What 
is it but to drag existence until our joys gradually expire, 
and leave us in a night of misery : like the gloom which 
blots out the stars one by one, from the face of night, and 
leaves us, without a ray of comfort, in the howling waste ! 

I am interrupted, and must leave off. You shall soon 
hear from me again. R. B. 



No. CCXXIV. 

TO MRS DUNLOP. 

DuMPRiES, 6th December, 1792. 

I SHALL be in Ayrshire, I think, next week ; and, if at 
all possible, I shall certainly, my much esteemed friend, 
have the pleasure of visiting at Dunlop-house. 

Alas, Madam ! how seldom do we meet in this world, 
that we have reason to congratulate ourselves on accessions 
of happiness ! I have not passed half the ordinary term of 
an old man's life, and yet I scarcely look over the obituary 
of a newspaper, that I do not see some names that I have 
known, and which I, and other acquaintances, little thought 
to meet with there so soon. Every other instance of the mor- 
tality of our kind, makes us cast an anxious look into the 
dreadful abyss of uncertainty, and shudder with apprehen- 
sion for our own (ate. But of how different an importance 
are the lives' of different individuals? Nay, of what im- 
portance is one period of the same life, more than anotiier? 

zd 
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A few years ago» I could have laid down in the dusU 
" careless of the voice of the morning ;*^ and now not a few^ 
and these most helpless individuals* would, on losing me 
and my exertions, lose both their *' staff and sliield." By 
the way, these helpless ones have lately got an addition ; 

Mrs B having givdti me a fine girl since I wrote you. 

There is a charming passage in Thomson's ' Edward and 
Eleanora :' 

" The valiant, in himself , what can he suffer? 
Or what need he regard his siitgle woes ?'* &c. 

As I am got in the way of quotations, I sliall give you 
another from the same piece, peculiarly, alas I too peculiar- 
ly apposite, my dear Madam, to your present frame of 
mind : 

" Who so unworthy but may proudly deck him 
With his fair-weather virtue, that exults 
Glad o'er the summer main ? the tempest comes, 
The rough winds rage aloud ; when from the helm 
This virtue shrinks, and in a corner lies 
Lamenting. — Heavens ! if privileged from trial 
How cheap a thing were virtue !'* 

I do not remember to have heard vou mention Thom- 
son's dramas. I pick up favourite quotations, and store 
them in my mind as ready armour, offensive or defensive, 
amid the struggle of this turbulent existence. Of these is 
one, a very favourite one, from his * Alfred :' 

" Attach thee firmly to the virtuous deeds 
And offices of life ; to life itself. 
With all its vain and transient joys, sit loose." 

Probably I have quoted some of these to you formerly, 
as indeed when I write from the heart, I am apt to be guilty 
of such repetitions. The compass of the heart, in the 
musical style of expression, is much more bounded than 
that of the imagination ; so the notes of the former are ex- 
tremely apt to run into one another ; but in return for the 
paucity of its compass, its few notes are much more sweet 
I must still give you another quotation, which I am almost 
sure I have given you before, but I cannot resist the temp- 
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tatton. The subject is religion — speaking of its importance 
to mankind, the author says, 

" 'Tis this, my friend, that streaks our morning bright'' 

I see you are in for double postage, so I shall e'en scribble 
out t'other sheet. We in this country here, have many 
alai*ms of the reforming, or rather the republican spirit, of 
your part of the kingdom. Indeed we are a good deal in 
commotion ourselves. For me, I am a placeman, you 
know ; a very humble one indeed, Heaven knows, but still 
so much as to gag me. What my private sentiments are, 
you will find out without an interpreter. 

I have taken up the subject, and the other day, for a 
pretty actress's benefit night, I wrote an address, which 
I will give on the other page, called * Tlie Rights of 

Woman :' 

 

" While Europe's eye is fixed on mighty things.*' 

[See vol. ii. page 82.] 

I shall have the honour of receiving your criticisms in 
person at Dunlop. R. B. 



No. CCXXV. 
TO R. GRAHAM, ESQ. FINTRY. 

December, 1792. 
Sir, 

I HAVE been surprised, confounded, and distracted by Mr 
Mitchel, the collector, telling me that he has received an 
order from your Board to inquire into my political conduct, 
and blaming me as a person disaffected to government 

Sir, you are a husband — and a father. — You know what 
you would feel, to see the much-loved wife of your bosom, 
and your helpless, prattling little ones, turned adrift into the 
world, degraded and disgraced from a situation in which 
tliey had been respectable and respected, and left almost 
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witliout the necessary support of a miserable existence. 
Alas, Sir I roust I think that such, soon, will be my lot ! 
and from the damned, dark insinuations of hellish ground- 
less envy too I I believe, Sir, I may aver it, and in the 
sight of Omniscience, that I would not tell a deliberate 
falsehood, no, not though even worse horrors, if worse can 
be, than those I have mentioned, hung over my head ; and I 
say, that the allegation, whatever villain has made it, is a 
lie ! To the British Constitution, on revplution principles, 
next after my God, I am most devoutly attached. You, Sir, 
have been much and generously my friend ; Heaven knows 
how warmly I have felt the obligation, and how gratefully 
I have thanked you. — Fortune, Sir, has made you power- 
ful, and me impotent ; lias given you patronage, and me 
dependence. — I would not for my single self, call on your 
humanity ; were such my insular, unconnected situation, I 
would despise the tear that now swells in my eye — I could 
brave misfortune, I could face ruin ; for at the worst, 
** Death's thousand doors stand open C but, good God! the 
tender concerns that I have mentioned, the claims and ties 
that I see at this moment, and feel around me, how they 
unnerve Courage, and wither Resolution ! To your pa- 
tronage, as a man of some genius, you Have aUowed me a 
claim ; and your esteem, as an honest man, I know is my 
due : to these, Sir, permit me to appeal ; by these may I 
adjure you to save me from that misery which threatens to 
overwhelm me, and which, with my latest breath I will say 
it, I have not deserved. R. B. 



No. CCXXVI. 

TO MRS DUNLOP. 

Dumfries, Qlst December, 1792. 
Dear Madam, 

A hurry of business, thrown in heaps by my absence, 

has until now prevented my returning my grateful acknovv- 
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ledgments to the good family of Dunlop, and yoa in par- 
ticular, for that hospitable kindness which rendered the four 
days I spent under that genial roof, four of the pleasantest 
I ever enjoyed.— Alas, my dearest friend ! how few and 
fleeting are those things we call pleasures ! on my road to 
Ayrshire, I spent a night with a friend whom I much 
valued ; a man whose days promised to be many ; and on 
Saturday last we laid him in the dust ! 

Jan, 2d, 1793. 
I HAVE just received yours of the 30th, and feel much for 
your situation. However, I heartily rejoice in your pro- 
spect of recovery from that vile jaundice. As to mjrself, I 
am better, though not quite free of my complaint — You 
must not think, as you seem to insinuate, that in my way 
of life I want exercise. Of that I have enough ; but occa- 
sional hard drinking is the devil to me. Against this I have 
again and again bent my resolution, and have greatly suc- 
ceeded. Taverns I have totally abandoned : it is the pri- 
vate parties in tlie family way, among the hard drinking 
gentlemen of this country, that do me the mischief— but 
even this, I have more tlian half given over.* 

* The following extract from a letter addressed by Mr Bloom- 
field to the Earl of Buchan, contains so interesting an exhibition 
of the modesty inherent in real worth, and so philosophical, and 
at the same time so poetical an estimate of the different characters 
and destinies of Burns and its author, that I should esteem myself 
culpable were I to withhold it from the public view. 

^<The illustrious soul that has left amongst us the name of 
Bums, has often been lowered down to a comparison with me ; 
but the comparison exists more in circumstances than in essentials. 
That man stood up with the stamp of superior intellect on his 
brow ; a visible greatness : and great and patriotic subjects would 
only have called into action the powers of his mind, wtiich lay 
inactive while he played calmly and exquisitely the pastoral pipe. 

** The letters to which I have alluded in my preface to the 
* Rural Tales,* were friendly warnings, pointed with immediate 
reference to the fate of that extraordinary man. * Remembt;r 
Bums,* has been the watch-word of my friends. I do remem- 
ber Boras ; but I am not Buras i neither have 1 his fire to tan or 
to quench ; nor his passions to control ! Where then is my merit 
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■f 

Mr Corbet can be of little service to me at present ; at 
least I should be shy of applying. I cannot possibly be 
settled as a supervisor, for several years. I must wait the 
rotation of the list, and there are twenty names before 
mine. — I might indeed get a job of olficiating, where a 
settled supervisor was ill, or aged ; but that hauls me from 
my family, as I could not remove them on sudi an uncer- 
tainty. Besides, some envious, malicious devil, has raised 
a little demur on my political principles, and I wish to let 
that matter settle before I oflfer myself too much in the eye 
of my supervisors. I have set, henceforth, a seal on my 
lips, as to these unlucky politics ; but to you, I must 
breathe my sentiments. In this, as in every thing else, I 
shall show the undisguised emotions of my soul. War I 
deprecate : misery and ruin to thousands, are in the blast 
that announces the destructive demon. 

It. B. 



No. CCXXVII. 
TO MR CUNNINGHAM. 

Qd March, 1793. 
Since I wrote to you the last lugubrious sheet, I have 
not had time to write you farther. When I say that I had 
not time, that, as usual, means, that the three demons, in- 
dolence, business, and ennui, have so completely shared 
my hours among them, as not to leave me a five minutes' 
fragment to take up a pen in. 

if I make a peaceful voyage on a smooth sea and with no mutiny on 
board ? To a lady (I have it from herself), who remonstrated 
with him on his danger from drink, and the pursuits of some of 
his associates, he replied, * Madam, they would not thank me for 
my company, if I did not drink with them. — I mtist give them a 
slice of my constitution.' How much to be regretted that he did 
not give them thinner slices of his constitution, that it might hav« 
lasted longer r — Cromek. 
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Thank heaven, I feel my spirits buoying upwards with 
the renovating year. Now I shall in good earnest take up 
Thomson's songs. I dare say he thinks I have used him 
unkindly, and I must own with too much appearance of 
truth. Apropos, do you know the much admired old 
Highland air called ' the Sutor's Dochter?' It is a first- 
rate favourite of mine, and I have written what I reckon 
one of my best songs to it. I will send it to you as it was 
sung with great applause in some fashionable circles by 
Major Robertson, of Lude, who was here with his corps. 

There is one commission that I must trouble you with. 
I lately lost a valuable seal, a present from a departed 
friend, which vexes me much. 

I have gotten one of your Highland pebbles, which I 
fancy would make a very decent one ; and I want to cut 
my armorial bearing on it ; will you be so obliging as in- 
quire what will be the expense of such a business ? I do 
not know that my name is matriculated, as the heralds call 
it, at all ; but I have invented arms for myself, so you know 
I shall be chief of the name ; and, by courtesy of Scotland, 
will likewise be entitled to supporters. These, however, I 
do not intend having on my seal. I am a bit of a herald, 
and shall give you, secundum artem, my arms. On a field, 
azure, a holly bush, seeded, proper, in base ; a shepherd's 
pipe and crook, saltier-wise, also proper, in chie£ On a 
wreath of the colours, a wood-lark perching on a sprig of 
bay-tree, proper, for crest. Two mottoes ; round the top 
of the crest. Wood notes wild ; at the bottom of the shield, 
in the usual place, Better a wee bush than nae bield. By 
the shepherd*s pipe and crook I do not mean the nonsense 
of painters of Arcadia, but a Stock and Horn, and a Club, 
such as you see at the head of Allan Ramsay, in Allan's 
quarto edition of the ' Gentle Shepherd.' By the bye, do 
you know Allan ? He must be a man of very great genius 
— Why is he not more known? — Has he no patrons? 
or do " Poverty's cold wind and crushing rain beat keen 
and heavy" on him ? I once, and but once, got a glance 
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of that Doble edition of the noblest pastoral in the world : 
and dear as it was, I mean, dear as to my pocket, I would 
have bought it j but I was told that it was printed and 
engraved for subscribers only. He is the only artist who 
has hit genuine pastoral costume. What, my dear Cuq- 
ningham, is there in riches, that they narrow and harden 
the heart so ? I think, that were I as rich as the sun, I 
should be as generous as the day ; but as I have no reason 
to imagine my soul a nobler one than any other man's, I 
must conclude that wealth imparts a bird-lime quality to 
the possessor, at which the man, in his native poverty, 
would have revolted. What lias led me to this, is the idea 
of such merit as Mr Allan possesses, and such riches as a 
nabob or government contractor possesses, and why they do 
not form a mutual league. Let wealth shelter and cherish 
unprotected merit, and the gratitude and celebrity of tliat 
merit will richly repay it. 

R. B.* 



* *< The seal with the arms which the ingenioas poet invented 
for his house was carefully cut in Edinburgh and hung at bis 
watch for several years. It is still in the family and regarded as 
a relick. 

** That Burns admired such a painter as Allan was to be ex.. 
pected : they both wrought on nature of Scottish growth, and 
both excelled in pictures of humour and glee. * As an artist, 
however, Allan's merits are of a limited nature ; he neither ex- 
celled in fine drawing nor in harmonious colouring, and grace and 
grandeur were beyond his reach. He painted portraits, whioh are 
chiefly remarkable for a strong homely resemblance : he painted 
landscapes, but these want light and air ; and he attempted the 
historical, but, save in one picture, * The Corinthian Maid,' all his 
efforts in that way were failures. His genius lay in expression, 
especially in grave humour and open drol)pry. Yet it would be 
difficult perhaps to name one of his pictures vvhere nature is not 
overcharged : he could not stop hi's hand till he had driven his 
subject into the debatable land that lies between truth and cari* 
cature. He is among painters, what Allan Ramsay is among 
poets, a fellow of infinite humour, and excelling in all manner 
of rustic drollery, but deficient in fine sensibility of conception, 
and little acquainted with lofty emotion or high imagination.'' 

" To the above brief character which I wrote for the Lives of 
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No, CCXXVIII. 
TO MISS BENSON, 

NOW MRS BASIL MONTAGU. 

Dumfries, 21 «/ March, 1793. 
Madam, 

Among many things for which I envy those hale, long- 
liwd old fellows before tlie flood, is this iu particular, that 
when they met with any body after their own heart, they 
had a charming long prospect of many, many happy meet- 
ings with them in after-life. 

Now, in this short, stormy, winter day of our fleeting ex- 
istence, when you now and then, in the Chapter of Acci- 
dents, meet an individual whose acquaintance is a real ac- 
quisition, there are all the probabilities against you, tliat 
you shall never meet with that valued character more. On 
the other hand, brief as this miserable being is, it is none 
of the least of the miseries belonging to it, that if there is 
any miscreant whom you hate, or creature whom you de- 
spise, the ill-run of the chances shall be so against you, that 
in the over-takings, turnings, and jostlings of life, pop, at 
some unlucky comer, eternally comes the wretch upon you, 
and will not allow your indignation or contempt a moment^s 
repose. As I am a sturdy believer in the powers of dark- 
ness, I take these to be the doings of that old author of 

the Britiah Artists, in Murray*8 Family Library, may be added, 
from the same source, that Allan was born at Alloa, in Stirling- 
shire ; studied in Glasgow and at Rome ; returned to his native 
land, became Master of the Edinburgh Academy, and died there 
6th August, 1796, in the fifty-third year of his age. In person 
he was under the middle size, his form slender, his face coarse 
and long, and his hair of the colour of sand. His looks were mean 
and unpromising, till he was in company to his liking, when bis 
large grey eyes grew bright and penetrating, his manners pleasing;, 
and his conversation sprightly and humorous, inclining to satire, 
and replete with observation and anecdote.'*'— CtcwttnyAam. 

4 2 a 
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mischief, the devil. It is well-known that he has some kind 
of short-hand way of taking down our tlioughts, and I make 
no doubt that he is perfectly acquainted with my sentiments 
respecting Miss Benson : how much I admired her abilities 
and valued her worth, and how very fortunate I thought 
mpelf in her acquaintance. For this last reason, my dear 
Madam, I must entertain no hopes of the very great plea- 
sure of meeting with you again. 

Miss Hamilton tells me that she is sending ft packet to 
you, and I beg leave to send you the inclosed sonnet, 
though, to tell you the real truth, the sonnet is a mere pre- 
tence, that I may have the opportunity of declaring with 
how much respectful esteem I have the honour to be, &c« 

R. B. 



No. CCXXIX. 
TO PATRICK MILLER, ESQ. 

OF DAL8WINT0N. 

Dumfries, JprU, 1793. 
Sir, 

Mt poems having just come out in another edition, will 
you do me the honour to accept of a copy ? A mark ol 
my gratitude to you, as a gentleman to whose goodness I 
Iiave been much indebted ; of my respect for you, as a pa- 
triot who, in a venal, sliding age, stands forth the champion 
of the liberties of my country ; and of my veneration for 
you, as a man, whose benevolence of heart does honour to 
human nature. 

There teas a time. Sir, when I was your dependant : this 
language then would have been like the vile incense of flat- 
tery — I could not have used it. — Now that connexion * is at 

* Alluding to the time when ho held the farm of EUisland, as 
tenant to Mr Miller. 
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an end, do me the honour to accept of this honest tribute 
of respect from. Sir, 

Your much indebted humble servant, 

R.B. 



No. CCXXX. 
TO JOHN FRANCIS ERSKINE,* ESQ. 

OF M A&. 

Dumfries, 18M AprU, 1793. 
Sir, 

DsGENEaATE as human nature is said to be — and in 
many instances, worthless and unprincipled it is — still there 
are bright examples to the contrary : examples that, even 
in the eyes of superior beings, must shed a lustre on the 
name of Man. 

Such an example have I now before me, when you. Sir, 
came forward to patronise and befriend a distant obscure 
stranger, merely because poverty had made him helpless, 
and his British hardihood of mind had provoked the arbi- 
trary wantonness of power. My much esteemed friend, 
Mr Riddel of Glenriddel, has just read me a paragraph of 

* This gentleman most obligingly favoured the Editor with a 
perfect copy of the original letter, and allowed him to lay it be- 
fore the public. — It is partly printed in Dr Currie's Edition. 

It will be necessary to state, that in consequence of the poet*s 
freedom of remark on pubUc measares, maliciously misrepresent- 
ed to the Board of Excise, he was represented as actually dismiss- 
ed from his office. — This report induced Mr Erskine to propose 
a subscription in his favour, which was refused by the poet with 
that elevation of sentiment that peculiarly characterized his mind, 
and which is so happily displayed in this letter. See letter to 
R. Graham of Fintry,*Dec. 1792, written by Burns, with even 
more than his accustomed pathos and eloquence, in further ex- 
planation. — Cromeb, 

^2 A 2 
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a letter he had from you. Accept, Sir, of the silent throb 
of gratitude ; for words would but mock the emotions of my 
soul. 

-Yoa have been misinformed as to my final dismission 
from the Excise ; I am still in the service. — Indeed, but 
for the exertions of a gentleman who must be known to 
you, Mr Graham of Fintry, a gentleman who has ever been 
my warm and generous friend, I had, without so much as 
a hearing, or the slightest previous intimation, been turned 
adrift, with my helpless family, to all the horrors of want. 
— Had I had any other resource, probably I might have 
saved them the trouble of a dismission ; but the little 
money I gained by my publication, is almost every guinea 
embarked, to save from ruin an only brother, who, though 
one of the worthiest, is by no means one of the most fortu- 
nate of men. 

In my defence to their accusations, I said, that whatever 
might be my sentiments of republics, ancient or tnodern, as 
to Britain, I abjured the idea:— That a constitution, 
which, in its original principles, experience had proved to 
be every way fitted for our happiness in society, it wonld 
be insanity to sacrifice to an untried visionary theory : — 
That, in consideration of my being situated in a depart- 
ment, however humble, immediately in the hands of people 
in power, 1 had forborne taking any active part, either per- 
sonally, or as an author, in the present business of Reform. 
But that, where I must declare my sentiments, I would say 
there existed a system of corruption between the executive 
power and the representative part of the legislature, which 
boded no good to our glorious constitution ; and wliich 
every patriotic Briton must wish to see amended. — Some 
such sentiments as these, I stated in a letter to my gener- 
ous patron Mr Graham, which he laid before the Board at 
large ; where, it seems, my last remark gave great ojBTence ; 
and one of our supervisors general, a Mr Corbet, was in- 
structed to inquire on the spot, and to document me — 
'* that my business was to act, not to think ; and that what- 
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-ever might be men or measures, it was for me to l)e silent 
and obedient/' 

Mr Corbet was likewise my steady friend ; so between 
Mr Graham and him, I have been partly forgiven ; only I 
understand that all hopes of my getting officially forward, 
are blasted. 

Now, Sir, to tlie business in whidi I would more imme- 
diately interest you. The partiality of my countrymen 
has brought me forward as a man of genius, and has given 
me a character to support In the Poet I have avowed 
manly and independent sentiments, which I trust will be 
found in the man. Reasons of no less weight than the 
support of a wife and family, have pointed out as the eligi- 
ble, and situated as I was, the only eligible line of life for 
me, my present occupation. Still my honest fame is my 
dearest concern ; and a thousand times have I trembled at 
the idea of those degrading epithets that malice or misre- 
presentation may affix tp my name. I have often, in blast- 
ing anticipation, listened to some future hackney scribbler, 
with the heavy malice of savage stupidity, exulting in his 
hireling paragraplis — " Burns, notwithstanding the ^n/ar- 
onade of independence to be found in his works, and after 
having been held forth to public view, and to public esti- 
mation as a man of some genius, yet, quite destitute of re- 
sources within himself to support his borrowed dignity, he 
dwindled into a paltry exciseman, and slunk out the rest of 
his insignificant existence in the meanest of pursuits, and 
among the vilest of mankind.'' 

In your illustrious hands. Sir, permit me to lodge my 
disavowal and defiance of these slanderous falsehoods. 
Burns was a poor man from birth, and an exciseman by 
necessity : but — I will say it ! the sterling of his honest 
worth, no poverty could debase, and his independent British 
mind, oppression might bend, but could not subdue. Have 
not I, to me, a more precious stake in my country's wel- 
fare, than the richest dukedom in it ? — I have a large family 
of children, and the prospect of many more. I liave t^ree 

2 A3 
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sons, who, I see already, have brought into the world souls 
ill qualified to inhabit the bodies of slaves. — Can I look 
tamely on, and see any machination to wrest from them the 
birthright of my boys, — the little independent Britons, in 
whose veins runs my own blood ? — No ! I will not ! should 
my heart's blood stream around my attempt to defend it ! 

Does any man tell me, that my full efforts can be of no 
service ; and that it does not belong to my humble station 
to meddle with the concern of a nation ? 

I can tell him, diat it is on such individuals as I, that a 
nation has to rest, both for the liand of support, and the 
eye of intelligence. The uninformed mob may swell a na- 
tion's bulk ; and the titled, tinsel, courtly tlirong, may be 
its feathered ornament ; but the number of those who are 
elevated enough in life to reason and to reflect, yet low 
enough to keep clear of the venal contagion of a court ! — 
these are a nation's strength. 

I know not how to apologise for the impertinent length 
of this epistle ; but one small request I must ask of you 
farther — When you have honoured this letter with a per- 
nsal, please to commit it to the flames. Burns, in whose 
behalf you have so generously interested yourself, I have 
here, in his native colours, drawn as he is ; but should any 
of the people in whose hands is the very bread he eats, get 
the least knowledge of the picture, it would ruin the poor 
BARD for ever ! 

My poems having just come out in another edition, I beg 

leave to present you with a copy as a small mark of that 

high esteem and ardent gratitude, with which I have the 

honour to be, 

Sir, 

Your deeply indebted. 

And ever devoted humble servant, 

R. B.* 

« ** Erskine of Mar gave a copy of the Poet's letter to Cromek, 
tvho published it in the * Reliques ;* It was rumoured that 
Burns was not only admonished by the Board of Excise but acv 
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No. CCXXXI. 

TO MR ROBERT AINSLIE. 

April 26, 1 79a. 
1 AM terribly out of humour, my dear Aioslie, aud that is 
the reason why I take up my pen to you ; *tis the nearest 
way {probatum est), to recover my spirits again. 

tually dismissed from his situation : this induced Erskine to pro- 
pose a subscription in his favour, which was refused by the bard 
with that elevation of sentiment which characterized his mind. 
It was well that the future Earl of Mar heard the report, since 
it drew from Burns this truly manly and well considered letter — 
it was all but the latest act of his life to write it down from his 
memory among his memoranda. And yet men are not wanting 
who impeach the accuracy of the poet : of these the chief is Mr 
Findlater, his superior officer in Dumfries at the time. That 
gentleman eulogizes the conduct of the Board of Excise : avers 
that the bard received only a gentle — a courteous admonition, 
and was never for a moment in danger of being dismissed. He 
has fairly given the lie to the poet, and the question is, to whose 
statement are we to attach credit. Bums informs Graham that 
Mitchell had confounded him with the information, that he had 
received orders to inquire into his political conduct, for he was 
blamed as a person disaffected to the government. Does Mr 
Findlater deny that the collector was so commissioned ? In the 
present letter the poet farther says, that but for the inter-position 
of Graham of Fintry, he would have been turned adrift with his 
helpless family to all the horrors of want : and moreover that he 
was documented by the Board, that his business was to act, not 
to think, and that whatever might be men and measures, it was 
his duty to be silent and obedient. 

** Those who contradict the testimony of Burns should do it on 
better authority than their own assertion : the poet's word will 
weigh down any other man's, so long as he speaks from his own 
knowledge. Findlater argues. Burns states facts. The poet )'s 
supported by the testimony of Robert Ainslie, to whom all his 
affairs were known . in a letter to the editor, dated 3rd Septem. 
ber, 1834) without being aware that bis illustrious friend's asser- 
tions were impeached, he says, " You know that the poet was a 
* friend of the people' during the days of political ferment in his 
time : a circumstance which impeded his advancement in the ex- 
cise — he never rose higher than the * nicked stick,' the badge 
and implement of a common ganger. The CommiMioners of 
Excise, irritated at his opinions, wrote him a formal official let*- 
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I received your letter, and was much entertained with it ; 
but I will not at this time, nor at any other time, answer it. — 
Answer a letter ! I never could answer a letter in my life ! 
— I have written many a letter in return for letters 1 iiave 

ter, sealed with the large seal of office, informini^ him that a 
* petty officer* had * no business with polities.* ** The proud heart 
of Bums did not like this humbling : after a few wrathful words 
in secret to one of his friends, he took a pencil and wrote these 
lines on the envelope : 

' In politics if you would mix, 
And low your station be, 
Keep this in mind — be deaf and blind. 
Let great folks hear and see.* " 

Cunnitiffftam* 

As the name of Mr Findlater is mentioned in the above note, 
we think it right to give that gentleman's statements on the same 
subject. After the appearance of the first volume of Cunning- 
ham's edition of Burns, containing the Life of the Poet, Mr F. 
addressed the following communication in February 1834) to the 
editor of the Glasgow Courier Newspaper : — 

** Sir,— You cannot, I dare say, have failed to. observe that few 
of our Scottish poets have had so many biographers, and writers 
of remarks and strictures on their works, life, and conduct, as 
Robert Burns. Some have lauded him to the skies, while others 
have treated him with an extreme degree of harshness and se- 
verity. On the whole, however, the former sentiment seems lat- 
terly to prevail ; and, as these discussions have been handled by 
abler pens than mine, I by no means intend to obtrude my 
opinion of his merits here. 

" An idea, however, having gone abroad that he was illiberally 
and cruelly treated by the Board of Excise, which, it is broadly 
insinuated, arrested his promotion, crushed his spirits, injured his 
health, and hurried him to a premature grave ; and, knowing this 
opinion to be erroneous, 1 mean to combat it — but, while I do 
so, I will take no credit to myself for a generous and chivalric at- 
tempt, exclufivelt/t to rescue the memory of the Commissioneis 
of Excise (now, I believe, all in the dust) from so unjust an as- 
persion. Being, in another shape, implicated myself, and my 
veracity called in question ; and this for having stated, (as re- 
corded in Lockhart's Life of Burns) that, vihcn the investigation 
relative to his political principles took place, '*he was subjeetetl 
to no more, perhaps, than a verbal, or private caution, and to be 
more circumspect in future ; and that neither did I believe his 
promotion was thereby aflTected, but that, had he lived, it would 
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received ; but then they were original matter — spurt-away* 
zig here, zag there ; as if the Devil (whom my Grannie 
often told me» rode on wiil-o*-wisp,) or» in a more classic 
phisse, Spukur, were looking over my elbow. — A happy 

have gone on in the usual routine.' This is ' the head and front 
of my offending.' In the review of this work, in a celebrated 
pertoidical,* the editor, with much urbanity, as well as good feel- 
ing, does not express any doubt of my veracity, but only the ex- 
tent of my knowledge on the subject, as, after a prefatory compli- 
ment, he only says, * we know better,* With this, the most fas- 
tidious would have had no right to find fault. But, in the late 
life of the poet, by Allan Cunningham, it is carried a degree far- 
ther. He says, p. 282 (after quoting what I bad said about a 
private caution,) 'Bums knew best how this was — an order to 
act, and not to think; and, whatever might be men and mea- 
sures, to be silent and obedient seems a sharp sort of private 
caution.' He Airther adds, after expressing hisdoubts of a story 
given of Burns purchasing, and sending to the French Directory, 
four guns, captured in a smuggling vessel, * I suspect the story is 
not more accurate than, that when accused of a leaning to De- 
mocracy, he was subjected to no more than, perhaps, a verbal or 
private caution to be more circumspect in future* — (p. 285.) 

** If Mr Cunningham had been fair and polite, I would have 
been silent, and perhaps submissive ; but this is so highly colour- 
ed, as imperatively to call on me for a vindication, which, I am 
sorry to say, will unavoidably lead me into a technical, and, of 
course, disagreeable discussion of excise forms of business, not at 
all likely to be interesting to the public ; but being brought be- 
fore that dread tribunal in so questionable a way, I am obliged 
to have recourse to a similar mode of explanation. I have to 
mention then, that the excise business, even in rebukes and cen- 
sures to officers, is managed in the most regular and systematic 
manner ; and the following are the degrees, beginning with that 
for a slight offence : — First, a verbal caution. This is not much 
regarded by young and thoughtless officers, who, in a slang way, 
say, it breaks no bones, — ^that is, it does not affect the character, 
no record thereof being kept : immediately, however, these assume 
a more tangible, and latterly an appalling shape, as the second 
degree is an admonishment : third, a sharp admonishment : 
fourth, a reprimand : and fifth, a severe reprimand ; all narrat- 
ing the cause of the censure, and this last concluding with a 
caveat, that, if the offender does not in future pay more regard 
to his instructions, he will be suspended or discharged. These 
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thought the idea has engendered in my head I Spunkxe— 
thou shalt henceforth be my symbol, signature, and tutelary 
genius I Like thee, hap-step-and-lowp, here-awa-there-awa, 
higglety-piggelty, pell-mell, hither-and-yon, ram-stam,happy' 

are transmitted to the respective Supervisors, to be registered 
and delivered to the offenders. Nor is this all — a complete re- 
gister thereof, for all Scotland, is kept by the General Examin- 
er, at the head office, which is examined on every occasion whon 
an officer's character falls to be considered, particularly when any 
application is made for promotion. Now, if Burns had been sub- 
jected to any of all these, except the first, I must, ex-officio, have 
known of it, as it could not have been concealed from me ; and 
I, therefore, consider the authority for what I have stated, on 
this subject, to be of the most unquestionable and decisive de- 
scription ; such, indeed, as nothing but the most obstinate pre- 
judice will resist : and hence, it is apparent, why no record of this 
business could be found in the excise office, as stated in ' Lock- 
hart's Life/ and more pertinaciously and virulently insisted on 
by Cunningham — (p. 282.) In truth, there was not much to 
put on record ; chiefly an order from the Board of Excise, to a 
superior officer, to investigate the complaint ; which he having, 
of course, performed and reported the result, was directed, in re- 
turn, to caution the Bard as before stated. Li this view of the 
case, I think I may safely appeal to every dispassionate mind, 
whether any public Board could have exhibited more liberal and 
humane conduct than appears here. The mildest form of cen- 
sure is directed — not even a trace of the transaction to be found ; 
and in a short time so totally forgotten, that Burns finds himself 
not only continued on the list for promotion, but on the very first 
opportunity that occurred in Dumfries, is actually employed to 
officiate as a Supervisor ; and I say without hesitation, would, if 
he had lived, have been promoted in bis due course ; and that 
at a shorter period of service than any of his predecessors. Nay, 
he himself, though a good deal alarmed at first, was at length 
satisfied of this, and writes to his friend, Mrs Dunlop, Dec. 29, 
1796, that being now employed to officiate as a Supervisor, he 
considered his political sins to be forgiven him. Another charge 
of cruelty has also been brought forward against the Board, that 
of refusing his full salary during his illness, which a little explan- 
ation will set to rights. A few years previous to this period, an 
addition of ^15 per annum had been made to the salaries, ac- 
companied with a condition of being stopped to officers not doing 
duty. This still existed in Burns' time, and he was no worse 
treated than others in similar circumstances of indisposition. It 
is here incumbent on me to mention, that Commissioner Graham, 
regrettmg, I have no doubt, his inability to comply with the 
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go^liicky, up tails-a'-by-the ligbt-o'the moon ; lias been, is, 
and shall be, my progress tbrough the mosses and moors of 
this vile, bleak, barren wilderness of a life of ours. 

P^t's wishes as to the full salary, sent him a private donation of 
£5i which, I believe, nearly, or totally, compensated the loss. 

'< Upon the whole, therefore, I think I have a right to assume, 
that the chaige of the Poet having his promotion blasted, his 
spirits crushed, and himself hurried to a premature grave by the 
cruelty and oppression, or, as Cunningham more graphically, 
perhaps, designates it, the reicks of the excise, must fall to the 
ground. Indeed, so much the contrary is the fkct, that instead 
of obstructing, all his superior officers I have conversed with on 
the subject were anxiously desirous to see him promoted, and 
would have lent their every aid to accomplish it. But, alas ! the 
Poet was not fated to see this, and fell a victim to distress and 
premature death, from other causes than those now ascribed by 
his biographers. Let the noble, the proud, the great, and the 
affluent, who ought to be the patrons of genius, consider this and 
bludhl 

*' I ought, perhaps, to close here, as neither disposed nor quali- 
fied to take on me the office of critic ; but the notice of a few 
trifling mistakes in * Cunningham*s Life* will hardly, I presume, 
come under that designation. At p. 271, Burns is described as 
having * his excise labours extended over a long and barren line 
of sea^coast, upon which he was compelled to keep watch for 
many a darksome hour, galloping from point to point, to prevent 
the disembarkation of run goods,* &c. I cannot suppose wilful 
misrepresentation here, but the author has either been misled or 
very ill-informed ; as after Burns removed into Dumfries from 
EUisland, he never kept a horse, nor had any occasion for one in his 
business ; he had no charge whatever of the Dumfries-shire coast 
— was not compelled to watch the darksome hours, and still less 
to gallop from point to point to prevent the landing of run goods. — 
Indeed, except in the isolated emergency of the empty smuggling 
vessel, brought so prominently forward, and one or two occasions 
when cargoes of rum from the West Indies were legally 'anded 
near Annan, where Bums attended as Port-officer, for which he 
had an extra salary, he had never any occasion, save for his own 
pleasure, to go beyond the precincts of the town of Dumfries. 

** It is painful to enter upon the next article I have in view. 
At p. 344, is * presented a melancholy spectacle ; the poet dying ; 
his wife in hourly expectation of being confined ; four helpless 
children wandering from room to room, gazing on their miserable 
{larents, and little of food or cordial kind to pacify the whole or 
soothe the sick.* If effect has been studied here, the author has 
succeeded d merveitte ; but this must not deter me from stating 
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Come then, my guardian spirit! like thee, may I skip 
away, amusing m3rself by and at my own light : and if any 
opaque-souled lubber of mankind complain that xny elfin, 

what came uader my own obeerration, and consists with my own 
knowledge. It is unnecessary, no doubt, to explain that food is a tan- 
gible subject, and what every body understands ; but the cordial is 
not so easily defined, being probably, in the language of romance, 
either wine or some other more highly and deliciously concentrated 
modification of the juice of the grape. In common parlance, how- 
ever, the family of the Bard wanted none of the necessaries of 
life, during all the period of my acquaintance with him, and few 
people, I believe, had better opportunities of knowledge on this 
subject than myself, or were more frequently in his house, par- 
ticularly after he came to reside in Dumfries, and in the latter 
days of his life. On the night, indeed, immediately preceding 
his decease, I sat by his bedside, and administered the last morsel 
he ever swallowed, not certainly in the form of medicine, which 
at that period was totally relinquished as unavailing, nor of the 
cordial of romance ; but what was better fitted to allay his thirst 
and cool his parched and burning tongue. 

** I might extend these animadversions further, but having, I 
presume, accomplished the object I had in view, I desist. ~«> 
Quid muUis verbis f 

1 am» Sir, 
Your most obedient servant, 

A. FlNDLATER." 
Glasgow, North Wellington Place, > 
February, 1834. i 

This letter of course, fell into Mr Cunningham's bands, and 
in the 5th and 7th volumes of his edition of Bums, called in ques- 
tion the truth of some of Mr Findlater's averments. To these, 
that gentleman replied through the channel above mentioned, in 
the following terms : 

'* Sir — When I wrote and sent you a few observations on Cun- 
ningham^s Life of Burns, at the time of the publication of his 
first volume, I considered them sufficient to set an often discussed 
question (threadbare I wot) at rest. That such was the effect 
with the most of Burns' living relatives, as well as many of his 
friends, I have great reason to believe ; but it appears this 
was not the case with some of his posthumous, or, as I may de- 
signate them, ultra-fastidious friends, particularly his present 
Biographer, who still perseveres in his unrelenting hostility (I 
should be loath to use a harsher term) towards the Commissioners 
of Excise. He now, however, takes a wider and higher range — 
including the government of the country (at the period in ques- 
tion under the premiership of Wm. Pitt,) in one indiscriminatii^ 
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I 

lambent, glimmerotis wanderings have misled his stupid 
steps over precipices, or into bogs ; let the thick-headed 
Blunderbuss recollect, that he is not Spunkie : — ^that 

■nd tweeping denunciation of 'eternal dishonovr/ (toI. 7> p. 
191^) and as he still continues to assail my veracity, who cer- 
tainly bad far better opportunities of knowing the facts than Mr 
Cunningham could possibly have access to, I consider it incum- 
bent upon me to repel his insinuations ; and for this purpose I 
have again to trouble you with a few further remarks, requesting 
the insertion thereof in your respectable paper. There is little 
requiring animadyersion till his 5tb vol. p. 21, when he begins to 
nibble, (to use a piscatory phrase,) and start an objection to an 
assertion of mine, that Burns kept no horse after he came to re- 
side in Dumfries. And will it be believed, that the only aigument 
adduced in contradiction to this is, that Burns, in proceeding to 
accompany some friends into the country, uses the expression, * I 
took my horse' — as if any man, when about to ride, would not 
•ay the same thing, or use some such terms, were it the pope's 
horse, or the sorriest hack in Christendom : and my attention, 
forsooth, is particularly directed to this circumstance, as of irre- 
fragable importance. But enough of this foolery ; and I proceed 
to notice, that in vol. 7) p. 222* still in the view of invalidating 
my testimony, be has a note at the bottom, importing that tho 
Poet, in a letter to Mr Erskine on the subject of an inquiry into 
his conduct, had given a full history of that dark transaction, as 
he terms it — a mode of phraseology, Mr Cunningham seems 
partial to, thereby rendering truth subservient to effect. * Dark 
trauMdion* is sublime, and doubtless infinitely more dignified 
than any plain or simple epithet, however genuine or appropriate, 
would have been ; and may, perhaps, recall to a romantic ima- 
gination reminiscences of the olden time, when republican Venice 
was in her glory, and her dismal halls the theatres of many dark 
and atrocious deeds. But I have inadvertently wandered from 
my subject, infected, I suppose, by the romantic mania, and hasten 
to remark, that the letter in question was, in all likelihood, written 
by the Poet while still smarting under his castigation, and under 
mistaken apprehensions of impending disasters ; I say mistaken 
apprehensions, because on grounds of this kind I am accused of 
giving Bums the lie, (p. 238.) This I deny; but contend that 
he overrated, in some degree, the consequences as likely to result 
from the situation he found himself placed in, nor is it much to 
be wondered at, all things considered — ^he, perhaps the most 
irritable of the * genus irritabile,* hitherto totally unaccustomed 
to official censure, and his very inexperience tending to increase 
his alarm. Mr Cunningham here asks a very unnecessary, I had 
almost said childish, question — Whether 1 denied that the Col- 

4 2 b 
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Sfunkie*8 wanderings could not copied be ; 
Amid these perils none durst walk but he.— 

I have no doubt but scholarcraft may be caught, as a 
Scotsman catches the itch, — ^by friction. How else can you 
account for it, that born blockheads, by mere dint of hand' 

lector was commissioned to inquire into Bums* political offences? 
and I give him the full benefit of the admission, by declaring that 
I would hardly think of denying a fact so well known, and so fre- 
quently discussed. By way of giving effect to the whole, he states 
a circumstance of Burns receiving an official letter with a laige 
seal, of which I know nothing ; and only have to observe thereon, 
that if the Board of Excise corresponded in this way with Burns, 
it was a very singular and unique case, as in every other they have 
no correspondence whatever with that rank of officers, but through 
the medium of the superior officials. Before concluding, I must 
admit, that Mr C. in his first vol. (p. 826,) notwithstanding all 
this, manifests a more kindly feeling towards me, by considering 
me ' incapable of misrepresentation,' which, though savouring of 
inconsistency, I am bound to acknowledge ; and, after what I 
have briefly stated now, and formerly, I shall give neither myself 
nor him any further trouble ; and as my veracity is pretty well 
known to many of my fellow-citizens here, among whom I have 
sojourned for nearly a quarter of a century, and whose good 
opinion I am still anxious to retain, though now retired as a pub- 
lic functionary, I take my leave Qf him with the old saying, * In 
mea virtute me involvo.' 

" I am. Sir, your obedient Servant, 

"A. FlNDLATER." 
** Olasoow, January^ 1835." 

Having laid these conflicting statements before the reader, 
we leave it to every one to deduce his own conclusion. It is only 
necessary .for us to add, that at the time referred to, Mr Findlater 
was Burns' immediate superior officer ; that he was his sincere 
friend, — came in intimate contact with him almost every day, — was 
a warm admirer of his genius, — and, to conclude, an unflinching 
asserter of those same whig principles, which Bums professes to hold 
in the letter which has created so much discussion. Mr Cunning- 
ham, before he impeached the veracity of Mr Findlater, should, in 
our opinion, have made some allowance for the exaggerations inci- 
dent to the poetical character, when its sensibilities aid even slight- 
ly wounded. The Poet looks through one end of the telescope, and 
the man of business, or of the world, through another, and their 
report of what they perceive or feel can never consequently agree. 
There can be no doubt that Burns was politically impmdent; 
but we have as little doubt, notwithstanding our leaning towards 
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ling books, grow so wise that even they themselves are 
equally convinced of and surprised at their own parts ? I 
once carried this philosophy to that degree that in a knot 
of country folks who had a library amongst them, and who, 
to the honour of their good sense, made me factotum in the 
business ; one of our members, a little, wise-looking, squat, 
upr'ght, jabbering body of a tailor, I advised him, instead 
of turning over the leaves, to bind the book on his back. — 
Johnie took the hint ; and as our meetings were every 
fourth Saturday, and Pricklouse having a good Scots mile 
to walk in coming, and, of course, another in returning. 
Bodkin was sure to lay his hand on some heavy quarto, or 
.ponderous folio, with, and under which, wrapt up in his 
grey plaid, he grew wise, as he grew weary, all the wa}' 
home. He carried this so far, that an old musty Hebrew 
concordance, which we had in a present from a neighbour- 
ing priest, by mere dint of applying it, as doctors do a blis- 
tering plaster, between his shoulders. Stitch, in a dozen 
pilgrimages, acquired as much rational theology as die said 
priest had done by forty years* perusal of the pages. 

Tell me, and tell me truly, what you think of this theory. 

Yours, 

SPUNKIE* 



a man of geDius, and the sympathy we feel in his real or imagin- 
ary woes and grievances, that he was otherwise treated by the 
Excise, than as detailed by Mr Findlater. — M. 

* What a strange hipperty-skipperty letter this is to Ainslie ! 
that is to say, to Ainslie as we know him now, — the author 
of * The Father's Gift,* and many beautiful little religious works, 
fitted for youth of both sexes. Ainslie, since ever I knew him, and 
that has been considerably upwards of twenty years, has been much 
the same, — a downright honest, sleepy-headed, kind-hearted 
gentleman, and his good humour never failing him, not even in 
his sleep, with which he generally favours the company once or 
twice in an evening. But even then, there is a benevolence in 
his countenance, that beams more intensely than when he is 
awake. I have seen him fall asleep in the blue parlour at Am- 
brose's, with North in the chair, and myself croupier. Honest 
Ainslie I That is a constitutional failing which he cannot help ; 
for a man of kinder or better intentions never was born. He is 
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No. CCXXXIL 

TO MISS KENNEDY. 

Madam, 
Permit me to present you with the inclosed song as a 

small though grateful tribute for the honour of your ac- 
quaintance. I have, in these verses, attempted some faint 
sketches of your portrait in the unembellished simple man- 
ner of descriptive truth. — Flattery, I leave to your LOVERSt 
whose exaggerating fancies may make them imagine you 
still nearer perfection than you really are. 

Poets, Madam, of all mankind, feel most forcibly the 
powers of beauty ; as, if they are really poets of nature's 
making, their feelings must be finer, and their taste more 
delicate than most of the world. In the cheerful bloom of 
SPRING, or the pensive mildness of autumn ; the grandeur of 
SUMMER, or the hoary majesty of winter ; the poet feels a 
charm unknown to the rest of his species. Even the sight 
of a fine flower, or the company of a fine woman (by far 
the finest part of Ood's works below), have sensations for 
the poetic heart that the herd of man are strangers to. — 
On this last account, Madam, I am, as in many other things, 
indebted to Mr Hamilton's kindness in introducing me to 
you. Your lovers may view you with a wish, I look on 
you with pleasure ; tlieir hearts, in your presence, may glow 
with desire, mine rises with admiration. 

That the arrows of misfortune, however they should, as 
incident to humanity, glance a slight wound, may never 
reach your heart — that the snares of villany may never be- 
set you in the road of life — that innocence may hand you 
by the path of honour to the dwelling of peace, is the sin- 
cere wish of him who has the honour to be, &c. 

R. B. 

now, alas ! the only relic that I know of, of the real intimate ac- 
quaintances of Burns, — H. 



GENERAL CORRESPONDENCE. 203 

No. CCXXXIII. 

TO MISS CRAIK. 

DuMFKius, August, 1793. 
Madam, 

Some rather unlooked-for accidents have prevented my 
doing m3rself the honour of a second visit to Arbigland, as 
I was so hospitably invited, and so positively meant to have 
done. — However, I still hope to have that pleasure before 
the busy months of harvest begin. 

I inclose you two of my late pieces, as some kind of re- 
turn for the pleasure I have received in perusing a certain 
MS. volume of poems in the possession of Captain Kiddel. 
To repay one with an old song, is a proverb, whose force, 
you. Madam, I know, will not allow. What is said of 
illustrious descent is, I believe, equally true of a talent for 
poetry, none ever despised it who had pretensions to it. 
The fates and characters of the rhyming tribe oflen employ 
my thoughts when I am disposed to be melancholy. There 
is not, among all the martyrologies that ever were penned, 
so rueful a narrative as the lives of the poets. — In the com- 
parative view of wretches, the criterion is not what they are 
doomed to suffer, but how they are formed to bear. Take 
a being of our kind, give him a stronger imagination and a 
more delicate sensibility, which between them will ever en- 
gender a more ungovernable set of passions than are the 
usual lot of man ; implant in him an irresistible impulse to 
some idle vagary, such as arranging wild flowers in fantasti- 
cal nosegays, tracing the grasshopper to his haunt by his 
chirping song, watching the frisks of tlie little minnows in 
the sunny pool, or hunting after the intrigues of butterflies — 
in short, send him adrift after some pursuit which shall 
eternally mislead him from the paths of lucre, and yet curse 
him with a keener relish than any man living for the plea- 
sures that lucre can purchase; lastly, fill up the measure 
of his woes by bestowing on him a spurning sense of his> 

2 b3 
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own dignity, and you have created a wight nearly as miser- 
able as a poet. To you, Madam, I need not recount the 
fairy pleasures tlie muse bestows to counterbalance this 
catalogue of evils. Bewitching poetry is like bewitching 
woman ; she has in all ages been accused of misleading 
mankind from the councils of wisdom and the paths of 
prudence, involving them in difficulties, baiting them with 
poverty, branding them with infamy, and plunging them in 
the whirling vortex of ruin ; yet, where is the man but must 
own that all our happiness on earth is not worthy the name 
— that even the holy hermit's solitary prospect of paradisia- 
cal bliss is but the glitter of a northern sun rising over a 
frozen region, compared with the many pleasures, the name- 
less raptures, that we owe to the lovely Queen of the heart 
of Man ! 



* " Miss Helen Craik of Arbigland had merit both as a poetess 
and novelist : her ballads may be compared with those of Mac- 
neil, and her novels, amid much graphic force, had a seasoning 
of the satiric, which rendered them acceptable to all who under- 
stood their allusions. She died some years ago at AUonby : she 
was much of an enthusiast, and lived estranged from her family 
for a long period of her life. Her father was one of the wisest 
gentlemen and most sensible improvers of property on the Scot- 
tish side of the Solway : his taste, too, in architecture was of a 
pure kind : he lived to a good old age, and had the misfortune to 
witness with his own eyes the melancholy death of his only son. 
The heir of Arbigland, accompanied by some sixteen young men 
of the parish, set off one summer morning in his pleasure skiff to 
pay a visit to the English shore : when more than half-way over 
the Solway, a whirlwind suddenly arose, seized the sails, whirled 
the skiff around, and down it went with all on board — though a 
vessel was near, not a soul was saved. The wretched father saw 
all this from a seat on the top of the house ; after the skiff sank 
he sat still for an hour, looking fixedly, it is said, on the sea. 
Arbigland is now the property of his grandson, Douglas Hamilton 
Craik, Esq. The situation on the Solway side is beautiful : the 
4 bouse is a model of proportion and elegant workmanship : the 

woods, which partly inclose it, are very lofty, and some of the fini 
of the spruce tribe are of enormous girth. Bums was a frequent 
visitor here : nor has the ancient hospitality of the house of 
Craik declined, nor its love of literature " — Cunningham, 
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No. CCXXXIV. 
TO LADY GLENCAIRN. 

My Lady, 

The honour you have done your poor poet, in writing 
him so very obliging letter, and the pleasure the inclosed 
beautiful verses have given him, came very seasonably to 
his aid amid the cheerless gloom and sinking despondency 
of diseased nerves and December weather. As to forgetting 
the family of Glencaim, Heaven is my witness with what 
sincerity I could use those old verses, which please me more 
in their rude simplicity than the most elegant lines I ever 
saw. 



If thee, Jerusalem, I forget, 
Skill part from my right hand. 



My tongue to my month's roof let cleave, 

If I do thee foi^ty 
Jerusalem, and thee above 

My chief joy do not set.— 

When I am tempted to do any thing improper, I dare 
not, because I look on myself as accountable to your lady- 
ship and family. Now and then when I have the honour 
to be called to the tables of the great, if I happen to meet 
with any mortification from the stately stupidity of self- 
sufficient squires, or the luxurious insolence of upstart 
nabobs, I get above the creatures by calling to remembrance 
that I am patronised by the Noble House of Glencaim ; 
and at gala-times, such as New-year*8 day, a christening, or 
the Kirn-night, when my punch-bowl is brought from its 
dusty corner and filled up in honour of the occasion, I 
begin with, — The Countess of Glencaim! My good 
woman, with the enthusiasm of a grateful heart, next cries. 
Ml/ Lord! and so the toast goes on until I end with Lady 
Harriet's little angel ! whose epithalamium I have pledged 
mjTself to write. 

When I received your ladyship's letter, I was just in the 
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act of transcribing for you some verses I have lately com- 
posed ; and meant to have sent them my first leisure hour, 
and acquainted you with my late change of life. I men- 
tioned to my lord, my fears concerning my farm. Tiiose 
fears were indeed too true; it is a bargain would have 
ruined me but for the lucky circumstance of my having an 
excise commission. 

People may talk as they please, of the ignominy of the 
excise ; 50/. a year will support my wife and children, and 
keep me independent of the world ; and I would much 
rather have it said that my profession borrowed credit from 
me, than that I borrowed credit from my profession* 
Another advantage I have in this business, is the know- 
ledge it gives me of the various shades of human cliaracter, 
consequently assisting me vastly in my poetic pursuits. I 
had the most ardent enthusiasm for the muses when nobody 
knew me but myself, and tliat ardour is by no means cooled 
now that my lord Glencairn*s goodness has introduced me 
to all the world. Not that I am in haste for the press. I 
have DO idea of publishing, else I certainly had consulted 
my noble generous patron ; but after acting the part of an 
honest man, and supporting my family, my whole wishes 
and views are directed to poetic pursuits. I am aware that 
though I were to give performances to the world superior 
to my former works, still if they were of the same kind with 
those, the comparative reception they would meet with 
would mortify me. I have turned my thoughts on the 
drama. I do not mean the stately buskin of the tragic 
muse. 

Does not your ladyship think that an Edinburgh theatre 
would be more amused with affectation, folly and whim of 
true Scottish growth, than manners which by far the greatest 
part of the audience can only know at second hand ? 
I have the honour to be, 

Your ladyship's ever devoted 

And grateful humble servant, 

li. B. 



'"" 



GENERAL COBRESPONDENCE. S97 

No. CCXXXV. 

TO JOHN M'MURDO. ESQ. 

Dumfries, December, 1799. 
Sir, 

It is said that we take the greatest liberties with our 
greatest friends, and I pay myself a very high compliment 
in the manner in which I am going to apply the remark. 
I liave owed you money longer than ever I owed it to any 
man. — Here is Ker's account, and here are six guineas ; 
and now, I don't owe a shilling to man — or woman either. 
But for these damned dirty, dog's-ear'd little pages,* I had 
done myself the honour to have waited on you long ago. 
Independent of the obligations your hospitality has laid me 
under ; the consciousness of your superiority in the rank of 
man and gentleman, of itself was fully as much as I could 
ever make head against ; but to owe you money too, was 
more than I could face. 

I think I once mentioned something of a collection of 
Scots songs I have for some years been making : I send you 
a perusal of what 1 have got together. I could not con- 
veniently spare them above five or six days, and five or six 
glances of them will probably more than suffice you. A 
very few of them are my own. When you are tired of 
them, please leave them with Mr Clint, of the King's 
arms. There is not another copy of the collection in the 
world; and I should be sorry that any unfortunate negli- 
gence should deprive me of what has cost me a good deal 
of pains. 

R.B. 

* Scottish baoK r<iotes. 
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No. CCXXXVI. 

TO JOHN M*MURDO, ESQ. DRUMLANRIG. 

Dumfries, 1793. 
Will Mr M'Murdo do me the favour to accept of these 
volumes ; a trifling but sincere mark of the very high re- 
spect I bear for his worth as a man, his manners as a gen- 
tleman, and his kindness as a Vriend. However inferior 
now, or afterwards, I may rank as a poet, one honest virtue 
to which few poets can pretend, 1 trust I shall ever claim 
as mine : — to no man, whatever his station in life, or his 
power to serve me, have I ever paid a compliment at the 
expence of truth. 

The Author.* 



No. ccxxxvn. 

TO CAPTAIN 



Dumfries, 5th December, 1793. 
Sir, 

Heated as I was with wine yesternight, I was perhaps 
rather seemingly impertinent in my anxious wish to be 
honoured with your acquaintance. You will forgive it : it 
was the impulse of heart-felt respect. " He is the father of 
the Scottish county reform, and is a man wlio does honour 
to the business at the same time that the business does 
honour to him," said my worthy friend Glenriddel to some- 
body by me who was talking of your coming to this country 
with your corps. " Then,*' I said, " I have a woman's 

* *' These words,'* says Mr Cunningham, <* are written on the 
blank leaf of the poet's works, published in two small volumes in 
1 793 : the book is before me : the handwriting is bold and free 
— the pen seems to have been conscious that it was making a 
deda ration of independence." 
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longing to take him by the hand, and say to him, ' Sir, I 
honour you as a man to whom the interests of humanity are' 
dear, and as a patriot to whom the rights of your country 
are sacred.' ** 

In times like these, Sir, when our commoners are barely 
able by the glimmering of their own twilight understandings 
to scrawl a frank, and when lords are what gentlemen would 
be ashamed to be, to whom shall a sinking country call for 
help ? To the independent country gentleman. To him 
who has too deep a stake in his country not to be in ear- 
nest for her welfare ; and who in the honest pride of man 
can view with equal contempt the insolence of office and 
the allurements of corruption. 

I mentioned to you a Scots ode or song I had lately com- 
posed, and which I think has some merit. Allow me to 
inclose it. When I fall in with you at the theatre, I shall 
be glad to have your opinion of it. Accept of it, Sir, as a 
very humble but most sincere tribute of respect from a man 
who, dear as he prizes poetic fame, yet holds dearer an in- 
dependent mind. I have the honour to be, 

R.B.» 



• " The reader,'* says our friend Mr Robert Chambers, in his 
excellent Collection of Scottish Songs and Ballads, Vol. ii. p. 
458.) '* will find Burns' own opinion of bis favourite war song, in 
the following letter, which was written by him at Dumfries, on 
the 5th Dec, 1793., to a country gentleman of Perthshire, who 
was residing there in command of a party of Fencibles. I am 
indebted for this very interesting document to Mr Stewart, of 
Dalguise. It is perhaps one of the most characteristic letters 
Burns ever wrote.*'— Mt 
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No. CCXXXVIII. 
TO MRS RIDDEL, 

Who wo* ahout to bespeak a Play one evening at the 
Dumfries Theatre, 

I AM thinking to send my ' Address* to some periodical 
publication, but it has not got your sanction, so pray look 
over it. 

As to the Tuesday's play, let me beg of you, my dear 
Madam, to give us, * The Wonder, a Woman keeps a Se- 
cret !' to which please add, * The Spoilt Child' — ^you will 
highly oblige me by so doing. 

Ah, what an enviable creature you are ! There now, this 

cursed gloomy blue-devil day, you are going to a party of 

choice spirits— 

'* To play the shapes 
Of frolic fancy, and incessant form 
Those rapid pictures, assembled train 
Of fleet ideas, never join'd before. 
Where lively wit excites to gay surprise ; 
f Or folly-painting humourt grave himself, 
Calls laughter forth, deep shaking every nerve." 

But as you rejoice with them that do rejoice, do also re- 
member to weep with them that weep, and pity your mel- 
ancholy friend, 

R. B.* 

* This lady, to whom the Bard has so happily and justly applied 
the above quotation, paid the debt of nature a few months ago. 
The graces of her person were only equalled by the singular en- 
dowments of her mind, and her poetical talents rendered her an 
interesting friend to Burns, in a part of the world where he was 
ia a great measure excluded from the sweet intercourse of literary 
society. — Currie. Jan. 1809. 
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No. CCXXXIX. 

TO A LADY, 

in favour of a player*s benefit. 

Dumfries, 1794. 
Madam, 

You were so very good as to promise me to honour my 
friend with your presence on his benefit niglit. That night 
is fixed for Friday first : the play a most interesting one ! 
* The Way to Keep Him.' I have the pleasure to know 
Mr O. welL His merit as an actor is generally acknow- 
ledged. He has genius and worth which would do honour 
to patronage : he is a poor and modest man ; claims which 
from their very silence have the more forcible power on the 
generous heart. Alas, for pity I that from the indolence of 
those who have the good things of this life in their gift, too 
often does brazen-fronted importunity snatch that boon, tlie 
rightful due of retiring, humble want I Of all the qualities 
we assign to the author and director of Nature, by far the 
most enviable is — ^to be able ** To wipe away all tears from 
all eyes." O what insignificant, sordid wretches are they, 
however chance may have loaded them with wealth, who 
go to their graves, to their magnificient mausoleums, with 
hardly the consciousness of having made one poor honest 
heart happy. 

But I crave your pardon, Madam ; I came to beg, not to 
preach. 

R. B. 



2c 
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No. CCXL. 
TO THE EARL OF BUCHAN, 

With a Copy of Bruce^s Address to his Troops at 
BannockUum, 

Dumfries, I2th January, 1794. 
Mt Lord, 

Will your lordship allow me to preseot you with the 
inclosed little compositioo of mine, as a small tribute of 
gratitude for the acquaintance with which you have been 
pleased to honour me. Independent of my enthusiasm as 
a Scotsman, I have rarely met with any thing in .history 
which interests my feelings as a man, equal with the story 
of Bannockburn. On the one hand, a cruel, but able 
usurper, leading on the finest army in Europe to extinguish 
the last spark of freedom among a greatly-daring and greatly- 
injured people ; on the other hand, the desperate relics oi 
a gallant nation, devoting themselves to rescue their bleed- 
ing country, or perish with her. 

Liberty ! thou art a prize truly, and indeed invaluable I 
for never canst thou be too dearly bought I 

If my little ode has the honour of your lordship's appro- 
bation, it will gratify my highest ambition. 
I have the honour to be, &c. 



No. CCXLL 

TO CAPTAIN MILLER, DALSWINTON. 

Dear Sir, 
The following ode is on a subject which I know you by 
no means regard with indifference. Oh, Liberty, 
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M Thou mak'st the gloomy face of nature gay, 
Giv'st beauty to the sun, and pleasure to the day." 

It does me much good to meet with a man whose honest 
bosom glows with the generous enthusiasm, the heroic dar- 
ing of liberty, that I could not forbear sending you a com- 
position of my own on the subject, which I really think is 
in my best manner. 

I have the honour to be. 
Dear Sir» &c 

R. B. 



No. CCXLII. 
TO MRS RIDDEL. 

Dear Madam, 

I MEANT to have called on you yesternight, but as I edged 
up to your box-door, the first object which greeted my view, 
was one of those lobster-coated puppies, sitting like another 
dragon, guarding the Hesperian fruit. On the conditions 
and capitulations you so obligingly offer, I shall certainly 
make my weather-beaten rustic phiz a part of your box- 
furniture on Tuesday ; when we may arrange the business 
of the visit. 

Among the profusion of idle compliments, which insi- 
dious craft, or unmeaning folly, incessantly offer at your 
shrine — a shrine, how far exalted above such adoration — 
permit me, were it bvit for ranty*s sake, to pay you the 
honest tribute of a warm heart and an independent mind *, 
and to assure you, that I am, thou most amiable, and most 
accomplished of thy sex, with the most respectful esteem, 
and fervent regard, thine, &c. 

R. B. 



<> 



c2 



304 WORKS OF BURNS. 

No. CCXLIIL 
TO MRS RIDDEL. 

I WILL wait on you, my ever valued friend, but whether 
in the morning I am not sure. Sunday closes a period of 
our curst revenue business, and may probably keep me em- 
ployed with my pen until noon. Fine employment for a 
poet's pen ! There is a species of the human genus that I 
call the gin-Jiorse class : what enviable dogs they are ! 
Round, and round, and round they go, — MundelFs ox, tliat 
drives his cotton mill, is their exact prototype — without an 
idea or wish beyond their circle ; fat, sleek, stupid, patient, 
quiet, and contented ; while here I sit, altogether Novem- 
berish, a damned melange of fretfulness and melancholy ; 
not enough of the one to rouse me to passion, nor of the 
other to repose me in iorpor ; my soul flouncing and flut- 
tering round her tenement, like a wild finch, caught amid 
the horrors of winter, and newly thrust into a cage. Well, 
I am persuaded that it was of me the Hebrew sage pro- 
phesied, when he foretold — " And behold, on whatsoever 
this man doth set his heart, it shall not prosper !*' If my 
resentment is awaked, it is sure to be where it dare not 
squeak ; and if — • • • » • 

Pray that wisdom and bliss be more frequent visitors of 

R. B. 



No. CCXLIV. 
TO MRS RIDDEL. 



I HAVE this moment got the song tirom Syme, and I am 
sorry to see that he has spoilt it a good deal. It shall be a 
lesson to me how I lend him any thing again. 

I have sent you * Werter,* truly happy to have any the 
smallest opportunity of obliging you. 
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'Tis true, Madam, I saw you once since I was at Wood- 
lea ; and that once froze the very life-blood of my heart. 
Your reception of me was such, that a wretch meeting the 
eye of his judge, about to pronounce sentence of death on 
bim, could only have envied my feelings and situation. 
But I hate the theme, and never more shall write or speak 
on it. 

One thing I shall proudly say, that I can pay Mrs R. a 
higher tribute of esteem, and appreciate her amiable worth 
more truly, than any man whom I have seen approach her. 

R. B. 



No. CCXLV 
TO MRS RIDDEL. 

I HAVE often told you, my dear friend, that you had a 
spice of caprice in your composition, and you have as often 
disavowed it ; even perhaps while your opinions were, at 
the moment, irrefragably proving it. Could any thing es- 
trange me from a friend such as you ? — No ! To-morrow 
I shall have the honour of waiting on you. 

Farewell, thou first of friends, and most accomplished of 
women ! even with all thy little caprices ! . 

R. B. 



No. CCXLVI. 
TO MRS RIDDEL. 

Madam, 
I RETURN your common-place book. I have perused it 
with much pleasure, and would have continued my criti- 
cisms, but as it seems the critic has forfeited your esteem, 
his strictures must lose their value. 

2 c8 
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If it is true that ** offences come only from the heart," 
before you I am guiltless. To admire, esteem, and prize 
you, as the most accomplished of womeu, and the first of 
friends— if these are crimes, I am the most offending tiling 
alive. 

In a &ce where I used to meet the kind complacency of 
friendly confidence, now to find cold neglect, and contemp* 
tuous scorn — is a wrench that my heart can ill bear. It is, 
however, some kind of miserable good luck, that while de 
haut-^ih-bas rigour may depress an unoffending wretcli to 
the ground, it has a tendency to rouse a stubborn something 
in his bosom, which, though it cannot heal the wounds of 
his soul, is at least an opiate to blunt their poignancy. 

With the profoundest respect for your abilities ; the 
most sincere esteem, and ardent regard, for your gentle 
heart and amiable manners ; and the most fervent wish and 
prayer for your welfare, peace, and bliss, I have the honour 
to be, Madam, your most devoted humble servant, 

R. B 



No. CCXLVn. 

TO JOHN SYME, ESQ. 

You know that among other high dignities, you have the 
honour to be my supreme court of critical judicature, from 
which there is no appeal. I inclose you a song which I 
composed since I saw you, and I am going to give you the 
history of it. Do you know that among much that I ad- 
mire in the characters and manners of those great folks 
whom I have now the honour to call my acquaintances, the 
Oswald family, there is nothing charms me more than Mr 
Oswald's unconcealable attachment to that incomparable 
woman. Did you ever, my dear Syme, meet with a man 
whd owed more to the Divine Giver of all good things than 
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Mr O. ? A fine fortune ; a pleasing exterior ; self-evident 
amiable dispositions, and an ingenuous upright mind, and 
that informed too, much beyond the usual run of young 
fellows of his rank and fortune : and to all this, such a 
woman ! — ^but of her I shall say nothing at all, in despair of 
saying any thing adequate : in my song, I have endeavoured 
to do justice to what would be his feelings, on seeing in the 
scene I have drawn, the habitation of his Lucy. As I am 
a good deal pleased with my performance, I in my first fer^ 
vour thought of sending it to Mrs Oswald, but on second 
thoughts, perhaps what I offer as the honest incense of 
genuine respect, might, from the well-known character of 
poverty and poetry, be construed into some modification or 
other of that servility which my soul abhors. 

R. B.» 

* " The soog inclosed was that fine one beginning, 

* O wat ye wha's in yon town,* 

The oral communications of the poet with his friend John Syme 
were numerous : not so his communications with the pen : they 
were for some years near neif^hbours, and intercourse by letter 
was unnecessary. In one of Cunningham's letters he says to 
Burns, * I lately received a letter from our friend Bamcallie — 
what a charming fellow lost to society — ^born to great expecta- 
tions — ^with superior abilities, a pure heart and untainted morals ; 
his fate in life has been hard indeed.* It was the fate of Syme 
to lose the estate of Barncallie in Galloway, which passed from 
the family at his father's death. Of his talents something has 
already been said : he was one of the most agreeable men in 
company that ever did honour to a toast — he was celebrated too 
for his wit, his wine, and his dinners ; some of his epigrams were 
imputed to Burns. His wife, a very handsome woman, was a 
most afiectionate mother — her chief pleasure lay in seeing her 
children healthy and her husband happy.'* — Cunningham, 
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No. CCXLVIII. 
TO MISS . 

Dumfries, 1794. 
Madam, 

Nothing short of a kind of absolute necessity could have 
made me trouble you with this letter. Except my ardent 
and just esteem for your sense, taste, and worth, every sen- 
timent arising in my breast, as I put pen to paper to you, 
is painful. The scenes I have passed with the friend of my 
soul and his amiable connexions I the wrench at my heart 
to think tliat he is gone, for ever gone from me, never more 
to meet in the wanderings of a weary world I and the cut- 
ting reflection of all, that I had most unfortunately, though 
most undeservedly, lost the confidence of that soul of worth, 
ere it took its flight ! 

These, Madam, are sensations of no ordinary anguish. — 
However, you also may be offended with some imputed im- 
proprieties of mine ; sensibility you know I possess, and sin- 
cerity none will deny me. 

To oppose those prejudices which have been raised 
against me, is not the business of this letter. Indeed it is 
a warfare I know not how to wage. The powers of posi- 
tive vice I can in some degree calculate, and against direct 
malevolence I can be on my guard : but who can estimate 
the &tuity of giddy caprice, or ward off* the untliinking mis- 
chief of precipitate folly ? 

I have a favour to request of you, Madam ; and of your 

sister Mrs , through your means. You know that, at 

the wish of my late friend, I made a collection of all my 
trifles in verse which I had ever written. They are many 
of them local, some of them puerile and silly, and all of them 
unfit for the public eye. As I have some little fame at 
stake, a fame that I trust may live when the hate of those 
who " watch for my halting," and the contumelious sneer 



OENBKAL GOBRESPONDENCE. 309 

of tliose whom accident has made my superiors, will, with 
tliemselves, be gone to the regions of oblivion : I am uneasy 

now for the fate of those manuscripts— Will Mrs 

have the goodness to destroy them, or return them to me ? 
As a pledge of friendship they were bestowed ; and that 
circumstance indeed was all their merit. Most unhappily 
for me, that merit they no longer possess ; and I hope that 
Mrs — *s goodness, which I weU know, and ever will re* 
vere, will not refuse this favour to a man whom she once 
held in some degree of estimation. 

With the sincerest esteem, I have the honour to be^ 
Madam, && 



No. CCXLIX. 
TO MR CUNNINGHAM. 

25th February, 1794. 

Canst thou minister to a mind diseased ? Canst thou 
speak peace and rest to a soul tost on a sea of troubles, 
without one friendly star to guide her course, and dreading 
that the next surge may overwhelm her ? Canst thou give 
to a frame, tremblingly alive as the tortures of suspense, the 
stability and hardihood of the rock that braves the blast ? 
If thou canst not do the least of these, why wouldst thou 
disturb me in my miseries, with thy inquiries after me ? 

For these two months I have not been able to liflt a pen. 
My constitution and frame were, ab origine, blasted with 
a deep incurable taint of hypochondria, which poisons my 
existence. Of late a number of domestic vexations, and 
some pecuniary share in the ruin of these cursed times ; 
losses which, though trifling, were yet what I could ill bear, 
liave so irritated me, that my feelings at times could only 
be envied by a reprobate spirit listeniug to the sentence 
that dooms it to perdition. 
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) Are you deep in the language of consolation ? I have 
exhausted in reflection every topic of comfort. A heart €U 
-^ase would have been charmed with my sentiments and 
reasonings ; but as to myself, I was like Judas Iscariot 
preaching the gospel ; he might melt and mould the hearts 
of those around him, but his own kept its native incorrigi* 
^ility. 

Still there are two great pillars that bear us up, amid the 
wreck of misfortune and misery. The one is composed of 
the different modifications of a certain noble, stubborn 
something in man, known by the names of courage, forti- 
tude, magnanimity. The other is made up of those feel- 
ings and sentiments, which, however the sceptic may deny 
them, or the enthusiast disfigure them, are yet, I am con- 
vinced, original and component parts of the human soul ; 
those senses of the mind, if I may be allowed the expres- 
sion, which connect us with, and link us to, those awful 
obscure realities — an all-powerful, and equally beneficent 
God ; and a world to come, beyond death and the grave. 
The first gives the nerve of combat, while a ray of hope 
beams on the field : the last pours the balm of comfort into 
the wounds which time can never cure. 

I do not remember, my dear Cunningham, that you and 
I ever talked on the subject of religion at all. I know some 
who laugh at it, as the trick of the crafty few, to lead the 
undisceming many ; or at most as an uncertain obscurity, 
which mankind can never know any thing of, and with 
which they are fools if they give themselves much to do. 
Nor would I quarrel with a man for his irreligion, any more 
than I would for his want of a musical ear. I would regret 
that he was shiit out from what, to me and to others, were 
such superlative sources of enjoyment. It is in this point 
of view, and for this reason, that I will deeply imbue the 
mind of every child of mine witli religion. If my son 
should happen to be a man of feeling, sentiment and taste, 
I shall thus add largely to his enjoyments. Let me flatter 
myself that this sweet little fellow, who is just now running 
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about my desk, will be a man of a melting, ardent, glowing 
heart ; and an imagination, delighted with the painter, and 
rapt with the poet. Let me figure him wandering out in 
a sweet evening, to inhale the balmy gales, and enjoy the 
growing luxuriance of the spring ; himself the while in the 
blooming youth of life. He looks abroad on all nature, and 
through nature up to nature's God. His soul, by swift de- 
lighting degrees, is rapt above this - sublunary sphere until 
he can be silent no longer, and bursts out into the glorious 
enthusiasm of Thomson, 

** These, as they change^ Almighty Father, these 
Are but the varied God. — The rolling year 
Is full of thee." 

And so on in all the spirit and ardour of that charming 
hymn. These are no ideal pleasures, they are real delights ; 
and I ask, what of the delights among the sons of men are 
superior, not to say equal to them ? And they have this 
precious, vast addition, that conscious virtue stamps them 
for her own ; and lays hold on them to bring herself into 
the presence of a witnessing, judging, and approving God*. 

R. B. 



No. CCL. 

TO THE EARL OF GLENCAIRN. 

May, 1794. 
My Lord, 

When you cast your eye on the name at the bottom of 
this letter, and on the title-page of the book I do myself 
the honour to send your lordship, a more pleasurable feel- 
ing than my vanity tells me, that it must be a name not 
entirely unknown to you. The generous patronage of your 
late illustrious brother found me in the lowest obscurity : 
he introduced my rustic muse to the partiality of my coun- 
try ; and to him I owe alL My sense of his goodness, and 
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the anguish of my soul at losing my truly noble protector 
and fnend, I have endeavoured to express in a poem to his 
roemoiy. which I have now published. This edition is just 
from the press ; and in my gratitude to the dead, and my 
respect for the living (&me belies you, my lord, if you pos- 
sess not the same dignity of man, which was your noble 
brother's characteristic feature), I had destined a copy for 
the Earl of Glencairn. I learnt just now tiiat you are in 
town : — allow me to present it you. 

I know, my lord, such is the vile, venal contagion which 
pervades the world of letters, that professions of respect 
from an author, particularly from a poet to a lord, are more 
than suspicious. I claim my by-past conduct, and my feel- 
ings at this moment, as exceptions to the too just conclu- 
sion. Exalted as are the honours of your lordship's name, 
and unnoted as is the obscurity of mine ; with the upright- 
ness of an honest man, I come before your lordship, with 
an offering, however humble, 'tb all I have to give, of my 
grateful respect ; and to beg of you, my lord, — ^'tis all I 
have to ask of you, that you vnll do me the honour to ac- 
cept of it. 

I have the honour to be, R. B.* 



No. CCLI. 

TO DR ANDERSON. 

Sir, 
I AM much indebted to my worthy friend Dr Blacklock 
for introducing me to a gentleman of Dr Anderson's cele- 
brity ; but when you do me the honour to ask my assistance 
in your proposed publication, alas. Sir I you might as well 

* The original letter is in the possession of the Honourable 
Mn Holland, of Foynings. From a memorandum on the back, 
it appears to have been written in May, 1794. — Cramek, 
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think to cheapen a little honesty at the sign of an Advo- 
cate's wig, or humility under the Geneva band I am a 
miserable hurried devil, worn to the marrow in the friction 
of holding the noses of the poor publicans to the grindstone 
of the Excise I and like Milton's Satan, for private reasons, 
am forced 

« 2b db whatyei tho* damn'd I would ahhorr 
—and except a couplet or two of honest execration * * 
♦*♦♦♦** R. B. 



No. CCLIL 
TO DAVID MACCULLOCH,*ESQ. 

Dumfries, 21«« June, 1794. 
Mt dear Sib, 

Mt long projected journey through your country is at 

last fixed: and on Wednesday next, if you have nothing oi 

more importance to do, take a saunter down to Gatehouse 

about two or three o'clock, I shall be happy to take a 

draught of M'Kune*s best with you. Collector Syme will 

be at Glens about that time, and will meet us about dish- 

of-tea hour. Syme goes also to Kerroughtree, and let me 

remind you of your kind promise to accompany me there ; I 

will need all the friends I can muster, for I am indeed ill 

at ease whenever I approach your honourables and right 

bonourables. 

Yours sincerely, R. B. 



No. CCLIII. 

TO MRS DUNLOP. 

Castle Douglas, 25<A Juntt 1794. 

Here in a solitary inn, in a solitaiy village, am I set by 
myself, to amuse my brooding fiincy as I may. — Solitary 
4 2d 
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confinement, you know, is Howard's favourite idea of re- 
claiming sinners ; so let me consider by what fatality it 
happens that I have so long been exceeding sinful as to 
neglect the correspondence of the most valued friend I have 
on earth. To tell you that I liave been in poor health will 
not be excuse enough, though it is true. I am afraid that 
I am about to suffer for the follies of my youth. My 
medical friends threaten me with a flying gout ; but I trust 
they are mistaken. 

I am just going to trouble your critical patience with the 
first sketch of a stanza I have been framing as I passed 
along the road. The subject is Liberty : you know, my 
honoured friend, how dear the theme is to me. I design 
it an irregular ode for General Washington's birth>day. 
After having mentioned the degeneracy of other kingdoms 
I come to Scotland thus : 

" Thee, Caledonia, thy wild heaths among. 
Thee, famed for martial deed and sacred song, ' 

To thee I turn with swimming eyes ; 
"Where is that soul of freedom fied ? 
Immingled with the mighty dead I 

Beneath the hallowed turf where Wallace lies. 
Hear it not, Wallace, in thy bed of death. 

Ye babblin^f winds in silence sweep, 

Disturb ye not the hero's sleep." 

[VoL i, page QSl,] . 

with the additions of 

" That arm which nerved with thundering fate, 
Braved usurpation's boldest daring ! 
One quenched in darkness like the sinking star, 

And one the palsied arm of tottering, powerless age.*' 

You will probably have another scmwl from me in a 
stage or two. B. B. 
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No. CCLIV. 

TO MR JAMES JOHNSON. 

Dumfries, 1794. 
Mt dear Friend, 

You should have heard from me long ago ; but over and 
above some vexatious share in the pecuniary losses of these 
accursed times, I have all this winter been plagued with low 
spirits and blue devils, so that I have almost hung my harp 
on the willow trees, 

I am just now busy correcting a new edition of my poems, 
and this with my ordinary business, finds me in full em- 
ployments 

I send you by my friend, Mr Wallace, forty-one songs for 
your fifth volume ; if we cannot finish it any other way, 
what would you think of Scots words to some beautiful 
Irish airs ? In the mean time, at your leisure, give a copy 
of the Museum to my worthy friend, Mr Peter Hill, Book- 
seller, to bind for me, interleaved with blank leaves, exactly 
as he did the Laird of GlenriddePs, that I may insert every 
anecdote I can learn, together with my own criticisms and 
remarks on the songs. A copy of this kind I shall leave 
with you, the editor, to publish at some after period, by 
way of making the Museum a book famous to the end of 
time, and you renowned for ever. 

I have got a Highland dirk, for which I have great 
veneration ; as it once was the dirk of Lord Balmerino, 
It fell into bad hands, who stripped It of the silver mount- 
ing, f& well as the knife and fork. I have some thoughts 
of sending it to your care, to get it mounted anew. 

Thank you for the copies of my Volunteer Ballad. — 
Our friend Clarke has done indeed well ! 'tis chaste and 
beautiful. I have not met with any thing that has pleased 
me so much. You know I am no connoisseur : but that 
I am an amateur — ^will be allowed me. R. B.* 

* Burns' anxiety with regard to the correctness of his writ- 

2d2 



•M.' 
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No. CCLV. 
TO MR SAMUEL CLARKE, JUN. DUMFRIES. 

Sunday Morning, 
Bear Sir, 

I WAS, I know, drunk last night, but I am sober tliis 
morning. From the expressions Capt. — — made use of 
to me, had I had nobody's welfare to care for but my own, 
we sliould certainly have come, according to the manners 
of the world, to the necessity of murdering one another 
about the business. The words were such as, generally, I 
believe, end in a brace of pistols ; but I am still pleased to 
think that I did not ruin the peace and welfare of a wife 
and a family of children in a drunken squabble. Farther 
you know that the report of certain political opinions being 
mine, has already once before brought me to the brink of 
destruction. I dread lest last night's business may be mis- 
represented in the same way. — You, I beg, will take care to 
prevent it. I tax your wish for Mr Bums' welfare with the 
task of waiting as soon as possible, on every gentleman who 
was present, and state this to him, and, as you please, show 
him this letter. What, after all, was the obnoxious toast ? 
" May our success in the present war be equal to the justice 
of our cause." — A toast that the most outrageous frenzy of 
loyalty cannot object to. I request and beg that this morn- 
ing you will wait on the parties present at the foolish dis* 
pute. I shall only add, that I am truly sorry tliat a man 

who stood so high in my estimation as Mr , should use 

me in the manner in which I conceive he has done. 

R. B.» 

ings was very great. Being questioned as to his mode of com- 
position, he replied, * All my poetry is the effect of easy compo- 
sition, but of laborious correction.* — Cromek. 

* At this period of our poet's life, when political animosity was 
made the ground of private quarrel, the following foolish verses 
were sent as an attack on Burns and his friends for their political 
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No. CCLVI. 

TO PETER MILLER, JUN. ESQ.* 

of oalswinton. 

Dumfries, Nov. 1794. 
Dear Sir, 

Your offer is indeed truly generous, and most sincerely 

do I thank you for it ; but in my present situation, I find 

that I dare not accept it. You well know my political 

sentiments ; and were I an insular individual, unconnected 

witli a wife and a family of children, with the most fervid 

opinions. They were written by some member of a club styling 
themselves the Loyal Natives of Dumfries, or rather by the united 
genius of that club, which was more distinguished for drunken 
loyalty, than either for respectability or poetical talent. The 
verses were handed over the table to Burns at a convivial meet- 
ing, and he instantly indorsed the subjoined reply. 

THE LOYAL NATIVES' VERSES. 

** Ye sons of sedition, give ear to my song, 
Let Syme, burns, and Maxwell, pervade every throng. 
With Craken the attorney, and Mundell the quack. 
Send Willie the monser to hell with a smack.'' 



•o' 



burns — Extempore, 

" Ye true * Loyal Natives,' attend to my song. 

In uproar and riot rejoice the night long ; 

From envy and hatred your corps is exempt ; 

But where is your shield from the darts of contempt ?" 

Cromek, 
• In a conversation with his friend Mr Perry, (the proprietor 
of * The Morning Chronicle,') Mr Miller represented to that gen- 
tleman the insufficiency of Burns' salary to answer the imperious 
demands of a numerous family. In their sympathy for his mis- 
fortunes, and in their regret that his talents were nearly lost to 
the world of letters, these gentlemen agreed on the plan of set- 
tling him in London. To accomplish this most desirable object, 
Mr Perry, very spiritedly, made the Poet a handsome offer of an 
annual stipend for the exercise of his talents in his newspaper. 
Burns' reasons for refusing this offer are stated in the present 
letter. — Cromek. 

2 D 3 
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enthusiasm I would have volunteered my services : I then 
could and would have despised all consequences that might 
have ensued. 

My prospect in the Excise is something ; at least, it is, 
encumbered as I am with the welfare, the very existence, 
of near half-a-score of helpless individuals, what I dare not 
sport with. 

In the mean time, they are most welcome to my Ode ; 
only, let them insert it as a thing they have met with by 
accident and unknown to me. — Nay, if Mr Perry, whose 
honour, after your character of him I cannot doubt, if he 
will give me an address and channel by which any thing 
will come safe from those spies with which he may be cer- 
tain that his correspondence is beset, I will now and then 
send him any bagatelle that I may write. In the present 
hurry of Europe, nothing but news and politics will be re- 
garded ; but against the days of peace, which Heaven send 
soon, my little assistance may perhaps fill up an idle column 
of a newspaper. I have long had it in my head to try my 
hand in the way of little prose essays, which I propose send- 
ing into the world through the medium of some newspaper ; 
and should these be worth his while, to these Mr Perry 
shall be welcome ; and all my reward shall be, his treating 
me with his paper, which, by the bye, to any body wlio has 
the least relish for wit, is a high treat indeed. 

With the most grateful esteem, I am ever. 

Dear Sir, R. B. 



No. CCLVII. 
TO MRS RIDDEL. 

Supposes himself to be writing from the dead to the living. 

Madam, 
I DARE say that this is the first epistle you ever received 
from this nether world. I write you from tlie regions of 
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Hell, amid the horrors of the damned. The time and man- 
ner of my leaving your earth I do not exactly know, as I 
took my departure in the heat of a fever of intoxication, 
contracted at your too hospitable mansion ; but, on my 
arrival here, I was &irly tried, and sentenced to endure tlie 
purgatorial tortures of this infernal confine for the space of 
ninety-nine years, eleven months, and twenty-nine days, 
and all on account of the impropriety of my conduct yester- 
night under your roof. Here am I, laid on a bed of pitiless 
furze, with my aching head reclined on a pillow of ever- 
piercing thorn, while an infernal tormentor, wrinkled, and 
old, and cruel, his name I think is Recollection^ with a 
whip of scorpions, forbids peace or rest to approach me, and 
keeps anguish eternally awake. Still, Madam, if I could in 
any measure be reinstated in the good opinion of the (air 
circle whom my conduct last night so much injured, I think 
it would be an alleviation to my torments. For this reason 
I trouble you with this letter. To the men of the company 
I will make no apology. — Your husband, who insisted on 
my drinking more than I chose, has no right to blame me ; 
and the other gentlemen were partakers of my guilt But 
to you. Madam, I have much to apologize. Your good 
opinion I valued as one of the greatest acquisitions I had 
made on earth, and I was truly a beast to forfeit it. There 

was a Miss I too, a woman of fine sense, gentle and 

unassuming manners-^o make on my part, a miserable 

damned wretch's best apology to her. A Mrs 6 , a 

charming woman, did me the honour to be prejudiced in 
my favour ; this makes me hope that I have not outraged 
her beyond all forgiveness. — To all the other ladies please 
present my humblest contrition for my conduct, and my 
petition for their gracious pardon. O all ye powers of de- 
cency and decorum I whisper to them that my errors, though 
great, were involuntary — ^that an intoxicated man is the 
vilest of beasts — ^that it was not in my nature to be brutal 
to any one — tiiat to be rude to a woman, when in my 
senses, was impossible with me — but — 
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« # * # # 

Regret! Remorse! Shame! ye three hellhounds thai 
ever dog my steps and bay at my heels, spare me ! spare 
me ! 

Forgive the offences, and pity the perdition of. Madam, 
your humble slave, R. B. 



No. CCLVIII. 

TO MRS RIDDEL. 

Mr Burns's compliments to Mrs Riddel — is much oblig- 
ed to her for her polite attention in sending him the book. 
Owing to Mr B. being at present acting as supervisor of 
excise, a department that occupies his every hour of the 
day, he has not that time to spare which is necessary for 
any belle-lettre pursuit ; but, as he will, in a week or two, 
again return to his wonted leisure, he will then pay that at- 
tention to Mrs R.'s beautiful song, ** To thee, loved Nith** 
— which it so well deserves. When " Anacbarsis* Travels" 
come to hand, which Mrs Riddel mentioned as her gift to 
the public library, Mr B. will feel honoured by the indul- 
gence of a perusal of them before presentation : it is a book 
he has never yet seen, and the regulations of the library al- 
low too little leisure for deliberate reading. 

Friday .Evening, 
P» S. Mr Burns will be much obliged to Mrs Riddel if 
she will favour him with a perusal of any of her poetical 
pieces which he may not have seen.* 

Dumfries — 1795. 

 " I am indebted,*' says Mr Cunningham, "to my friend Sir 
Andrew Halliday for this characteristic note. He is now in the 
West Indies, and will not likely see this edition of his favourite 
poet till all the volumes have issued from the press. When he 
opens it he will observe how much use I have made of the many 
interesting conversations with which he indulged me — his taste is 
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'* Aod now your banka and bonnie braes 

But waken sad remembrance* smart : 
The very shades I held most dear 

Now strike fresh anguish to my heart } 
Deserted bower 1 where are they now? 

Ah 1 where the garlands that I wove 
With faithful care— each mom to deck 

The altars of ungrateful love. 

The flowers of spring, how gay they bloomed 

When last with him I wandered here I 
The flowers of spring are past away 

For wintry horrors dark and drear. 
Yon osier'd stream by whose lone banks 

My songs have lulled him oft to rest 
Is now in icy fetters locked — 

Cold as my false love*s froien breast'* 



No, CCLIX. 
TO MISS FONTENELLE. 

OUMFAUS, 1706. 

Madam, 
In such a bad world as ours, those who add to the scanty 
sum of our pleasures, are positively our bene^ictors. To 
you, Madam, on our humble Dumfries boards, I have been 
more indebted for entertainment than ever I was in proud- 
er theatres. Your charms as a woman would insure ap- 
plause to the most indifferent actress, aud your theatrical 
talents would insure admiration to the plainest figure. 
This, Madam, is not tlie unmeaning or insidious compli- 
ment of tlie frivolous or interested ; I pay it from the same 
honest impulse that the sublime of nature excites my ad- 
miration, or her beauties give me delight. 

as true as his heart is warm — ^and in all matters connected with 
the history and literature of Scotland, I have never found him at 
a loss. In the song of « To thee loved Nith,** alluded to by the 
poet, there are some fine verses. 
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Will the foregoing lines* be of any service to you in your 
approaching benefit night ? If they will I shall be proud- 
er of my muse than ever. They are nearly extempore : I 
know they have no great merit ; but though they should 
add but little to the entertainment of the evening, they give 
me the happiness of an opportunity to declare how much 
I have the honour to be, &c. 

R. B. 



No. CCLX. 
TO MRS DUNLOP. 

^bth December, 1795. 
Mt Dear Friend, 
As I am in a complete Decemberish humour, gloomy, 
sullen, stupid, as even the Deity of Dulness herself could 
wish, I shall not drawl out a heavy letter with a number of 
heavier apologies for my late silence. Only one I shall 
mention, because I know you will sympathize in it : these 
four months, a sweet little girl, my youngest child, has been 
80 ill, that every day, a week or less threatened to termi- 
nate her existence. There had much need be many 
pleasures annexed to the states of husband and father, for, 
God knows, they have many peculiar cares. I cannot de- 
scribe to you the anxious, sleepless hours these ties fre- 
quently give me. I see a train of helpless little folks ; me 
and my exertions all their stay : and on what a brittle thread 
does the life of man hang ! If I am nipt off at the com- 
mand of fate ! even in all the vigour of manhood as I am — 
such things happen every day — Gracious God I what would 
become of my little flock ! 'Tis here that I envy your peo- 
ple of fortune. — A father on his death-bed, taking an ever- 
lasting leave of his children, has indeed woe enough ; but 

* Vide Tol. ii. page 32. 
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the man of competent fortune leaves his sons and daughters; 
independency and friends ; while I — but I shall run dis-> 
tracted if I think any longer on the subject I 

To leave talking of the matter so gravely, I shall sing' 
with the old Scots ballad — 

" O that I had ne'er been married^ 
I would never had nae care ; 
Now I've gotten wife and bairns, 
They cry crowdie evennair. 

Crowdie ance ; crowdie twice ; 

Crowdie three times in a day ; 
An ye crowdie ony mair, 

Ye*ll crowdie a' my meal away.*' — 

December 24M. 
We have had a brilliant theatre here this season ; only, 
as all other business does, it experiences a stagnation o^ 
trade from the epidemical complaint of the country, want 
of cash. I mentioned our theatre merely to lug in an oc- 
casional Address which I wrote for the benefit-night of'one 
of the actresses, and which is as follows — 

ADDRESS, 

SPOKEN BY MISS FONTENELLE ON HER BENEFIT-NIGHT, DEC. 4, 
1795, AT THE THEATRE, DUMFRIES. 

** Still anxious to secure your partial favour." 

(Vide vol, iLp. 32.) 

25th, Christmas Morning, 
This, my much-loved friend, is a morning of wishes ; ac- 
cept mine — so heaven hear me as they are sincere ! that 
blessings may attend your steps, and affliction know you- 
not ! In the charming words of my favourite author, * Th6 
Man of Feeling,' '* May the Great Spirit bear up the weight 
of thy grey hairs, and blunt the arrow that brings them 
rest P* 

Now that I talk of authors, how do you like Cowper ? < 
Is not the * Task* a glorious poem ? The religion of tlie 
' Task,* bating a few scraps of Calvinistic divinity, is thd 
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religion of God and Nature ; the religion that exalts, that 
ennobles man. Were not you to send me your * Zeluco,' 
in return for mine ? Tell me how you like my marks and 
notes through the book. I would not give a farthing for a 
book, unless I were at liberty to blot it with my criticisms. 
I have lately collected, for a friend's perusal, all my let- 
ters ; I mean those which I first sketched, in a rough 
draught, and afterwards wrote out fair. On looking over 
some old musty papers, which, from time to time, I had 
parcelled by, as trash that were scarce worth preserving, 
and which yet at the same time I did not care to destroy ; 
I discovered many of these rude sketches, and have written, 
and am writing them out, in a bound MS. for my friend's 
library. As I wrote always to you the rhapsody of the 
moment, I cannot find a single scroll to you, except one, 
about the commencement of our acquaintance. If there 
were any possible conveyance, I would send you a perusal 

of my book. 

R. S. 



No. CCLXI. 

TO MR ALEXANDER FINDLATER, 

supervisor of excise, dumfries. 

Sir, 
Inclosed are the two schemes. I would not have 

troubled you with the collector's one, but for suspicion lest 

it be not right Mr Erskine promised me to make it right, 

if you will have the goodness to show him how. As I have 

no copy of the scheme for myself, and the alterations being 

very considerable from what it was formerly, I hope that I 

shall have access to this scheme I send you, when I come 

to &oe up my new books. So much for schemes. — And 

that BO scheme to betray a friend or mislead a stsanobb ; 
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to seduce a you!<G girl, or rob a hen-roost ; to subvert 
UBBRTr» or bribe an xzciseman ; to disturb the general 
AS8BHVLT, OT Ruooy a oossipnNo i to overthrow the credit 
of oRTHODoxTy OT the Rutbori^ of OLD soNos ; to oppose 
ifomr wishest or frustrate n^ hopeS'—UA.Y prosper — ^is the 
sincere wish and piayer of 
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TO THE EDITOR OF THE MORNING 
CHRONICLE. 

Dumfries, 1795. 

9lR, 

YotF will see by your subscribers' Ust» tluit I have been 
•boot nine months of that number. 

htam MRy to inferm yen, that in that timey seven or eight 
of your papeis either fasve never been sent tee, or eke have 
never reached me. To be deptived of any one number of 
Ibe first newspaper in Grreat Btitaia for information, ability, 
and independeDce, is what I can iU brook «tid bear ; but 
to be deprived of tliat most admirable oration of the Mar- 
quis of Lansdowne, when he made the great, though inef- 
fectual attempt, (in the language of the poet, I fear too 
true,) ** to save a siirnN« state" — this waa a loss that I 
neither can, nor will forgive you.— That paper. Sir, never 
reached me; but I demand it of you. I am a BRrrevr ; 
and most be inCerested in the cause of liberty :— >I am a 
MAN ; and the rights op hum aw natvrb caanot be indif- 
ferent to me. However, do not let me mislead yon : I am 
not a man in that situation of IIfe» which» as your subscrih- 
er, can be ef any coosequence to yeu, in the eyes* of those 
to wdom snuATiON of upb alonb is the criterion of man. 
-^ am but a plain tradesman, in this distant, obscure 
country town : but that humble doasirile in which I shelter 
4 2e 
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my wife and children, is the Castellum of a Briton j and 
that scanty, hard-earned income which supports them, is as 
truly my property, as the most magnificent fortune, of the 

most PUISSANT MEMBER of yOUr HOUSE OF NOBLES. 

These, Sir, are my sentiments ; and to them I suhscribe 

my name: and were I a man of ability and consequence 

enough to address the public, with that name should they 

appear. 

I am, &c. * 



No. CCLXIII. 

TO COLONEL W. DUNBAR. 

I AM not gone to Elysium, most noble Colonel, but am 
still here in this sublunary world, serving my God by pro- 
pagating his image, and honouring my king by begetting 
him loyal subjects. Many happy returns of the season 
await my friend ! May the thorns of care never beset hit 
path I May peace be an inmate of his bosom, and rapture 
a frequent visitor of his soul I May the bloodhounds of 
misfortune never trace his steps, nor the screech-owl of sor- 

* <' This letter owes its origin to the following circumstance. 
A neighbour of the Poet's at Dumfries, called on him and com- 
plained that he had been greatly disappointed in the irregular 
deliyery of the Paper of The Morning Chronicle. Burns asked* 
* Why do not you write to the Editors of the Paper ?' < Good God, 
Sir, can / presume to write to the learned Editors of a Newspa- 
per 7* — * Well, if you are afraid of writing to the Editors of a News- 
paper, / am not ; and if you think proper, HI draw up a sketch 
of a letter which you may copy.* 

** Bums tore a leaf from his excise book, and instantly produced 
the sketch which I have transcribed, and which is here printed. 
The poor man thanked him,, and took the letter home. How* 
ever, that caution which the watchfulness of his enemies had 
taught him to exercise, prompted him to the prudence of begging 
a friend to wait on the person for whom it was written, and re- 
quest the favour to have it returned. This request was complied 
with, and the paper never appeared in print.*'—- CromcA. 
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row alarm his dwelling ! May enjoyment tell thy hours, and 
pleasure number thy days, thou friend of the Bard ! Bless- 
ed be he that blesseth thee, and cursed be he that curseth 
thee! 



No. CCLXIV. , 

TO MR HERON, OF HERON. 

Dumfries, 1794, or 1795. 
Sir, 

I INCLOSE you some copies of a couple of political bal- 
lads ; one of which, I believe, you have never seen. Would 
to Heaven I could make you master of as many votes in 
the Stewartry — but — 

" Who does tfae utmost that he can. 
Does well, acts nobly, angels could no more." 

In order to bring my humble efforts to bear with more 
effect on the foe, I have privately printed a good many 
copies of both ballads, and have sent them among friends- 
all about the countiy. 

To pillory on Parnassus the rank reprobation of charao- 
ter, the utter dereliction of all principle, in a profligate 
junto which has not only outraged virtue, but violated com- 
mon decency; which, spuming even hypocrisy as paltry 
iniquity below their daring ; — ^to unmask their flagitious- 
ness to the broadest day — ^to deliver such over to their 
merited fate, is surely not merely innocent, but laudable ; 
is not only propriety, but virtue. You have already, as 
your auxiliary, the sober detestation of mankind on the 
heads of your opponents ; and I swear by the lyre of Tha- 
lia to muster on your side all the votaries of honest laugh- 
ter, and &ir, candid ridicule t 

I am extremely obliged to you for your kind mention of 
my interests in a letter which Mr Syme showed me. At 
present my situation in life must be in a great measure sta-- 

2e2 
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tiomury, at least for two or three yean. The statement is 
this — I am on the supervisors' list, and as we oome on then 
by precedency, in two or three yean I shall be at the head 
of that list, and be appointed of course. Then, a fbxbnd 
might be of service to me in getting me into a place of the 
kingdom which I would like. A supervisor's income varies 
from about a hundred and twenty to two hundred a year ; 
but the business is an incessant drudgeiy, and would be 
nearly a complete bar to every species of literary pursuit. 
The moment I am appointed supervbor, in the common 
routine^ I may be nominated on the collector's list ; and 
this is always a business purely of political patronage* A 
coUectorship varies much* from better than two hundred a 
year to near a thousand. They also come forward by pre- 
cedency on the list ; and have, besides a handsome income^ 
a life of complete leisure. A life of literary Leisure with a 
decent competency, is the summit of my wishes. It would 
be the prudish affectation of silly pride in me to say that I 
do not need, or would not be indebted to a political friend ; 
at the same time. Sir, I by no means lay my affairs before 
you thus, to hook my dependent situation on your benevo* 
lence. If, in my progress of life, an opening should occur 
where the good offices of a gentleman of your public chaiv 
acter and political consequence might bring me forward, I 
shall petition your goodness with the same frankness as I 
now do myself the honour to subscribe myself, 

R. B. 



No. CCLXV. 
TO MRS DUNLOP, IN LONDON. 

DUMFBIES, ^th Decembwt 1795. 

I HAVE been prodigiously disappointed in this London 
journey of yours. In the &st place, when your last to me 
reached Dumfries, I was in the country, and did oot return 
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uiititl too late to answer your letter ; in the next place. J 
thought you would certainly take this route ; and now I 
know not what is become of you, or whether this may reach 
you at all. — God grant that it may find you and yours in 
prospering health and good spirits ! Do let me hear from 
you the soonest possible. 

As I hope to get a frank from my friend Captain Miller, 
I shall, every leisure hour, take up the pen, and gossip away 
whatever comes first, prose or poetry, sermon or song. In 
this last article I have abounded of late. I have often men- 
tioned to you a superb publication of Scottish songs, which 
is making its. appearance in your great metropolis, and 
where I have the honour to preside over the Scottish verse, 
as no less a personage than Peter Pindar does over tlie 
Ilnglish. 

December 29th. ' 

Since I began this letter, I have been appointed to act 
in the capacity of supervisor here, and I assure you, what 
with the load of business, and what with that business being 
new to me, I could scarcely have commanded ten minutes 
to have spoken to you, had you been in town, much less to 
have written you an epistle. This appointment is only 
temporary, and during the illness of the present incumbent ; 
but 1 look forward to an early period when I shall be ap- 
pointed in full form : a consummation devoutly to be wish- 
ed ! My political sins seem to be forgiven me. 

This is the season (New-year's-day is now my date) of 
wishing ; and mine are most fervently offered up for you ! 
May life to you be a positive blessing while it lasts, for 
your own sake ; and that it may yet be greatly prolonged, 
is my wish for my own sake, and for the sake of the rest of 
your friends! What a transient business is life! Very 
latdy I was a boy ; but t*other day I was a young man ; 
and I already begin to feel the rigid fibre and stiffening 
joints of old age coming fast o*er my frame. With all my 
follies of youth, and I fear, a few vices of manhood, still I 

2£ 3 
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congratulate myself on haying had in early days religion 
strongly impresed on my mind. I have nothing to say to 
any one as to which sect he belongs to, or what creed he 
believes : but I look on the man, whois firmly persuaded of 
infinite Wisdom and Goodness, superintending and direct- 
ing every circumstance that can happen in his lot — I felici- 
tate such a man as havmg a solid foundation for his mental 
enjoyment ; a firm prop and sure stay, in the hour of diffi- 
culty, trouble, and distress ; and a never-failing anchor of 
hope, when he looks beyond the grave. 

You will have seen our worthy and ingenious friend, the 
Doctor, long ere this. I hope he is well, and beg to be re- 
membered to him. I have just been reading over again, I 
dare say for the hundred and fiftieth time, his Vieta, of 
Society and Manners : and still I read it with delight. 
His humour is perfectly original—- it is neither the humour 
of Addison, nor Swift, nor Sterne, nor of any body but Dr 
Moore. By the bye, you have deprived me of ZeiucOf re- 
member that, when you are disposed to rake up the sins of 
my neglect from among the ashes of my laziness. 

He has paid me a pretty compliment, by quoting me in 
his last publication.* B. B. 



No. CCLXVI. 
Addrms of thb Scotch Distuxeks 

TO 

THE RIGHT HON. WILLIAM PITT. 

Sir, 
WuiLB pursy burgesses crowd your g^te, sweating under 
the weight of heavy addresses, permit us, the quondam dis- 

* Edward. 
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tillefB in that part of Great Britain called Scotland, to ap« 
proadi you, not with venal approbation, but with fratenwl 
oondolenoe ; not as what you are just now» or for soma 
time have been ; but as what* in all prdbabili^, you will 
ehortly be^^We shall have the merit of not deserting our 
friends in the day of their calami^, and you will have the 
aafisfafrion of perusing at least one honest address. You 
are well acquainted with the dissection of human nature ; 
nor do you need the assistance of a fellow-creature's bosom 
to inform you, that man is always a selfish, often a perfidious 
being. Tliis assertion, howerer the hasty conclusions of 
supoffidal observation may doubt of it, or the raw ineipe* 
rience of youth may deny it, those who make the &tal ex* 
periment we have done^ will feel.— -You are a statesman, 
and consequently are not ignorant of the traffic of these 
corporation complimentL-«-The little great roan who drives 
the borough to market, and the very great man who buys 
the borough in that market, th^ two do the whole busi- 
ness ; and you well know, they, likewise, have their price. 
With that sullen disdain which you can so well assume, rise, 
illustrious Sir, and spurn these hireling efforts of venal stu* 
pidity. At best they are the compliments of a man's friends 
on the morning of his execution : they take a decent iare- 
well ; resign you to your &te ; and hurry away from your 
approaching hour. 

If fiune say true, and omens be not veiy much mistaken, 
you are about to make your exit firom that world where the 
sun of gladness gilds the paths of prosperous men : permit 
us, great Sir, with the sympathy of fellow-feeling to hail 
your passage to the realms of ruin. 

Whether the sentiment proceed from the selfishness or 
cowardice of mankind is immaterial ; but to point out to a 
child of misfortune those who are still more unhappy, is to 
give him some degree of positive enjoyment In this li^t. 
Sir, our downfall may be again useful to you : — Though not 
exactly- in the same way, it is not perhaps the first time it 
has gratified your feelings. It is true, the triumph of your 



I 
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evil star is ezceedingly*despitefuI^-At an age when others 
are the Yotaries of pleasure, or underlings in business, you 
had attained the highest wish of a British statesman ; and 
with the ordinary date of human life, what a prospect was 
before you I Deeply rooted in Royal Favour, you over- 
shadowed the land* The birds of passage, which follow 
ministerial sunshine through every clime of political faith 
and manners, flocked to your branches ; and the beasts of 
the field (the lordly possessors of hills and valleys,) crowded 
under your shade. '* But behold a watcher, a holy one, 
came down from heaven, and cried aloud, aad said thus : 
Hew down the tree, and cut off his branches ; shake off his 
leaves, and scatter his fruit ; let the beasts get away from . 
under it, and the fowls from his branches I" A blow from 
an unthought-of quarter, one of those terrible accidents 
which peculiarly mark the hand of Omnipotence, overset 
your career, and laid all your fancied honours in the dust. 
But turn your eyes, Sir, to the tragic scenes of our fate.-^ 
An ancient nation that for many ages had gallantly main- 
tained the unequal struggle for 4ndependence with her 
much more powerful neighbour, at last agrees to a union 
which should ever af^er make them one people. In consi- 
deration of certain circumstances, it was covenanted that the 
former should enjoy a stipulated alleviation in her share of 
the pubHc burdens, particularly in that branch of the reve- 
nue called the Excise. This just privilege has of late given 
great umbrage to some interested, powerful individuals of 
the more potent part of the empire, and they have spared 
no wicked pains, under insidious pretexts, to subvert what 
they dared not openly to attack, from the dread which tliey 
yet entertained of the spirit of their ancient enemies. 

In this conspiracy we fell ; nor did we alone suffer, our 
country was deeply wounded. A number of (we will say) 
respectable individuals, largely engaged in trade, where we 
were not only useful but absolutely necessary to our country 
m her dearest interests ; we, with all that was near and 
dear to us, were sacrificed without remorse, to the infernal 
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deity of political expediency ! We fell to gratify the wishes 
of dark envy, and the views of unprincipled ambition ! 
Your foes. Sir, were avowed ; were too brave to take an 
ungenerous advantage ; you fell in the &ce of day. — On the 
coDtraiy, our enemies, to complete our overthrow, contrived 
to make their guilt appear tiie villany of a nation. — Your 
downfidl only drags with you your private friends and parti- 
sans : in our misery are more or leas involved the most 
numerous imd most valuable part of the eommunity — all 
those who immediately depend on the cultivation of the 
soil, from the landlord of a province, down to his lowest 
hind. 

Allow us. Sir, yet fiirther, just to hint at another rich 
vein of comfort in the dreary regions of adversity; — ^the 
gratulations of an approving conscience. In a certain great 
assembly, of which you are a distinguished member, pane- 
gyrics on your private virtues have so often wounded your 
delicacy, that we shall not distress you with any thing on 
the subject. These is, however, one part of your public 
conduct which our feelings will not permit us to pass in 
silence ; our gratitude must trespass on your modesty ; we 
mean, worthy Sir, your whole behaviour to the Soots Dis- 
tillers.— In evil hours, when obtrusive recoUeedon presses 
bitterly on the sense, let that. Sir, come like an healing 
angel, and speak the peace to your soul which the world 
can neither give nor take away. 

W6 have the honour to be. 
Sir, 
Your sympathizing fellow-sufferers. 

And grateful humble Servants, 

John Baoletcobn — Prases. 



334 WORKS OF BUANS. 

No. CCLXVIL 

TO THE 

♦• 

HON. THE PROVOST, BAILIES, AND TOWN 
COUNCIL OF DUMFRIES. 

Gbntlehbn, 

The literary taste and liberal spirit of your good town 
.has so ably filled the varions departmeDts of your schools, 
us to make it a very great object for a parent to have his 
children educated in them. Still, to me, a stranger, with 
my large fiunily, and very stinted income, to give my young 
ones that education I wish, at the high-school fees which a 
stranger pays, will bear hard upon me. 

Some years ago your good town did me the honour of 
making me an honorary Burgess. — Will you allow me to 
request th^t this mark of distinction may extend so fisir, as 
to put me on a footing of a real freeman of the town, in the 
schools ? 

If you are so very kind as to grant my request, it will 
certainly be a constant incentive to me to strain every nerve 
where I can officially serve you ; and will, if possible, in* 
crease that grateful respect with which I have the honour 
tobe. 

Gentlemen, 
Your devoted humble Servant, 

R. B.* 

* With the Poet*8 request the Magistrates of Dumfries very 
handsomely complied. — M. 
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No. CCLXVIIL 
TO MRS RIDDEL. 

Dumfries, 20th January, 1196. 

I CANNOT express my gratitude to you for allowing me a 
longer perusal of ' Anacharsis.* In &ct, I never met with 
a book that bewitched me so much ; and I, as a member of 
the libraiy, must warmly feel the obligation you have laid 
08 under. Indeed to me, the obligation is stronger than to 
any other individual of our society ; as ' Anacharsis' is an. 
indispensable desideratum to a son of the muses. 

The health you wished me in your morning's card, is, I 
think, flown from me for ever. I have not been able to 
leave my bed to-day till about an hour ago. These wicked- 
ly unlucky advertisements I lent (I did wrong) to a friend, 
and I am ill able to go in quest of him. 

The muses have not quite forsaken me. Ttke following 
detached stanzas I intend to interweave in some disastrous 
tale of a shepherd. 

R. D, 



No. CCLXIX. 
TO MRS DUNLOP. 

Dumfries, Qlat January, 1796. 
These many months you have been two packets in my 
debt — what sin of ignorance I have committed against so 
highly valued a friend I am utterly at a loss to guess. 
Alas I Madam, ill can I afford, at this time, to be deprived 
of any of the small remnant of my pleasures. I have lately 
drunk deep of the cup of affliction. The autumn robbed 
me of my only daughter and darling child, and that at a 
distance too, and so rapidly, as to put it out of my power 
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to pay the last duties to her. I had scarcely begun to re- 
cover from that shock, when I became m3rself the victim of 
a most severe rheumatic fever, and long the die spun doubt- 
ful : until after many weeks of a sick bed, it seems to have 
turned up life, and I am beginning to crawl across my room, 
and once indeed have been before my own door in the 
street. 

"Mdien pleasure fascinates the mental sight. 
Affliction purifies the vkn&l ray, 
Reli^n haik the drear, tlM itntried night, 
And shutS) for ever sbute 1 life's doubtful day." 

R. B. 



No. CCLXX. 
TO MRS RIDDEL, 

Wko had desin^ him tog^tofU Bwik-Lkiy AtmnOlf tm 
that dap to show hit lofolty. 

Dumfries, AthJune, 1796. 

I AM in such miserable health as to be utterly incapable 
of showing my loyalty in any .way. Rackt as I am with 
rheumatisms, I meet every face with a greeting, like that of 
Balak to Balaam — ** Come corse me Jacob ; and come defy 
me Israel 1'' So say I— Come curse me that east wind ; 
and come, defy me the north ! Would you have me in 
such circumstances copy you out a love-song ? 

I may perhaps see you on Saturday, but I will not be at 
the ball. — Why should I? "man delights not me, nor 
woman either T Can you supply me with the song, *• Let 
us aM be unhappy together^-^do if you can, and oblige Te 
pauvre miserMe. 

R* B. 
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No. CCLXXl 



TO MR JAMES JOHNSON, EDINBURGH. 



DuMF&TES, 4th Jvly, 1796. 

How are you, ray dear friend^ and bow comes on your 
fifth volume ? You may probably tbink that for some time 
past I have neglected you and your work ; but» alas ! tlie 
band of pauu and soirow, and care» has these many months 
lain heavy on me ! Personal and domestic affliction have 
almost entirely banished that alacrity and life with which I 
used to woo the rural muse of Scotia. 

You are a good» worthy, honest fellow, and have a good 
right to live in this world — ^because you deserve it. Many 
B merry meeting this publication has given us, and possibly 
it may gjlve us more» though, alas ! I fear it This pro- 
tzacting, slow, consuming illness which hangs over me,, will, 
I doubt much, my ever dear friend, arrest my sun before he 
has well reached his middle career, and will turn over the 
poet to fisur more important concerns than studying the 
briUian(7 of wit, or the pathos of sentiment \ However, 
hopt is the cordial of the human heart, and I endeavour to 
cherish it as well as I can. 

Let me hear from you as soon as convenient. — Your work 
is a great one ; and now that it is finished, I see„ if we were 
to begia again, two or three things that might be mended ; 
yet I will venture to prophesy, that to future ages your 
publication will be the text-book and standard of Scottish 
song and music. 

I am ashamed to ask another &vour of yon, because you 

bave been so very good already ; but my wife has a very 

particular friend of hers, a young lady who sings well, to 

whom she wishes to present the ' Scots Musical Museum.* 

4 2 F 
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If you have a spare copy, will you be so obliging as to send 
it by the very firstly, as I am anxious to have it soon. 

Yours ever, R. B.* 



No. CCLXXII. 
1*0 MR CUNNINGHAM. 

Brow, Sm-^Mthing quartert, 1th Jufy, 1796. 

Mt dear Cunningham, 
I RECEIVED yours here this moment, and am indeed high- 
ly flattered with the approbation of the literary circle you 
mention ; a literary circle inferior to none in the two king- 
doms. Alas! my friend, I fear the voice of the bard will 
soon be heard among you no more ! For these eight or 
ten months I have been ailing, sometimes bedfast and some- 
times not ; but these last three months I have been tortured 
with an excruciating rheumatism, which has reduced me to 
nearly the last stage. You actually would not know me if 
you saw me. — Pale, emaciated, and so feeble, as occasionally 
to need help from my chair — ^my spirits fled ! fled ! — ^but I 
can no more on the subject — only the medical folks tell me 
that my last and only chance is bathing and countiy quar- 
ters, and riding. — The deuce of the matter is this ; when 
an exciseman is off duty, his salary is reduced to 35/. in- 
stead of 50/. — >Vhat way, in the name of thrift, shall I 
maintain myself, and keep a horse in country quarters— 
with a wife and five children at home, on 35/. ? I mention 
this, because I had intended to beg your utmost interest, 
and that of all the friends you can muster, to move our 
commissioners of Excise to grant me the full salary; I 

* ** In this humble and delicate manner did poor Bonis ask 
for a copy of a work of which he was principally the founder, and 
to which he had contributed, gratuitouslyt not less than 184 
mriginal, aUeredt and collected sonffsf The editor has seen 180 
transcribed by his own hand for the * Museum.' " — CromeJL 
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dare say you know them all personally. If they do not 
grant it me, I must lay my account with an exit truly en 
poete, if I die not of disease, I must perish with hunger. 

I have sent you one of the songs ; the other my memory 
does not serve me with» and I have no copy here ; but I 
shall be at home soon, when I will send it you.^ — Apropos 
to being at home, Mrs Burns threatens in a week or two, 
to add one more to my paternal charge, which, if of the 
right gender, I intend shall be introduced to the world by 
the respectable designation of Alexander Cunningham 
Bums. My last was James Glencairn, so you can have 
no objection to the company of nobility. Farewell. 

R. B. 



No. CCLXXIIL 

TO MR GILBERT BURNS. 

lOM Juljf, 1796. 
Dear Brother, 

It will be no very pleasing news to you to be told tliat 
I am dangerously ill, and not likely to get better. An in- 
veterate rheumatism has reduced me to such a state of de- 
bility, and my appetite is so totally gone, that I can scarce- 
ly stand on my legs. I have been a week at sea-bathing, 
and I will continue there, or in a friend's house in the 
country* all the summer. God keep my wife and children : 
if I am taken from their head, they will be poor indeed. 
I have contracted one or two serious debts, partly from my 
illness these many months, partly from too much thought- 
lessness as to expense when I came to town, that will cut 
in too much on the little I leave them in your hands. Re- 
member me to my mother. 

Yours, R. B. 
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Na CCLXXIV. 

TO MRS BURNS. 

Brow, Thursday, 
Mt dearest Love, 

I delayed writing until I could tell you what e£f^t sea- 
bathing was likely to produce. It would be injustice to 
deny that it has eased my pains, and I think has strength- 
ened me ; but my appetite is still extremely bad No flesh 
nor fish can I swallow: porridge and milk are the only 
thing I can taste. I are ^ery happy to hear, by Miss Jess 
Lewars, that you are all well. My vcfy best and kindest 
compUments to her, and to all the children. I will see you 
on Sunday. 

Your affectionate husband* R. B. 



No. CCLXXV. 

TO MRS DUNLOP. 

Brow, StOurday, I2th Jmfy, 1796. 
Madax« 

I HAYS written you so often, widiout receiving any an- 
swer, that I would not trouble you again, but for the cir- 
cumstances in which I am. An illness which has long hung 
about me, in all probability will speedily send me beyond 
that bourn whence no traveller reiurtu. Your friendship, 
with which for many years you honoured me, was a friend- 
ship dearest to my soul. Your conversation, and especially 
your correspondence, were at once highly entertaining and 
instructive. With what pleasure did I use to break up the 
seal ! The remembrance yet adds one pulse more to my 
poor palpitating heart. Farewell ! ! I R. B.* 

* << BuraB had, however, the pleasure, of reoeiving a satisfac- 
tory explanation of his friend's silence, and an assurance of the 
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No. CCLXXVI. 
TO MR JAMES BURNESS. 

WRITER, MONTROSE. 

Dumfries, I2th July. 
Mt dear Cousin, 

When you offered me money assistance, little did I think 
1 should want it so soon. A rascal of a haberdasher, to 
whom I owe a considerable bill, taking it into his head that 
I am djring^ has commenced a process against me, and will 
infaUibly put my emaciated body into jail. Will you be so 
good as to accommodate me, and that by return of post, 
with ten pounds ? O, James I did you know the pride of 
my heart, you would feel doubly for me I Alas ! I am not 
used to beg I The worst of it is, my health was coming 
about finely ; you know, and my physician assured me, that 
melancholy and low spirits are half my dbease : guess, then» 
my horrors since this business began. If I had it settled, I 
would be, I think, quite well in a manner. How shall I 
use the language to you, O do not disappoint me! but 
strong necessity's curst command. 

I have been thinking over and over my brother's affairs, 
and I fear I must cut him up ; but on this I will corres- 
pond at another time, particularly as I shall [require] your 
advice. 

coDtinuance of her friendship to his widow and children ; an as 
surance that has been amply fulfilled. It is probable that the 
greater part of her letters to him were destroyed by our bard 
about the time that this last was written. He did not foresee 
that his own letters to her were to appear in print, nor conceive 
the disappointment that will be felt, that a few of this excellent 
lady's have not served to enrich and adorn the collection. The 
above letter is supposed to be the last production of Robert 
Bums, who died on the 21st of the month, nine days afterwards.'* 
'._ Currie^ 

2 r 3 
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Foigive me for once more mentioning by return of post • 
— ^save me from the horrors of a jail ! 

My compliments to my friend James, and to all the rest. 
I do not know what I have written. The subject is so 
horrible, I dare not look it over again. Farewell. 

R.B. 



No. CCLXXVII. 

TO JAMES GRACIE, ESQ. 

Baow, Wednesday Mominff, 16M Jufy, 1796. 
Mt dear Sir, 
It would [be] doing high injustice to this place not to 
acknowledge that my rheumatisms have derived great beof^ 
efits from it already; but, alas! my loss of appetite 
still continues. I shall not need your kind offer this weekr 
and I return to town the beginning of next week, it not 
being a tide week. I am detaining a man in a burning 
hurry. So, God bless you. R. B. 



No. CCLXXVIIL 
TO JAMES ARMOUR, MASON, 

MAUCHLINE. 

Dumfries, 18^A/«/y, 1796. 
Mt dear Sir, 

Do for heaven's sake, send Mrs Armour here immediate- 
ly. My wife is hourly expecting to be put to bed. Good 
God t what a situation for her to be in, poor girl, without 
a friend I I returned from sea-bathing quarters to-day, and 
my medical friends would almost persuade me that I am 
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better, but I think and feel that my strength is so gone that 
the disorder will prove fatal to me. 

Your son-in-law, R. B. 



No. CCLXXIX. 
TO MR WILLIAM BURNS. 

Isle, March 25, 1789. 
I HAVE stolen from my corn-sowing this minute to write 
a line to accompany your shirt and hat, for I can no more. 
Your sister Nannie arrived yesternight, and begs to be re- 
membered to you. Write me every opportunity — ^never 
mind postage. My head, too, is as addle as an egg this 
morning, with dining abroad yesterday. I received yours 
by the mason. Forgive me this foolish looking scrawl of 
an epistle. 

I am ever. 

My dear William, 
Yours, 

R. B. 

P. S. — If you are not then gone from Longtown, I'll 
write you a long letter by this day se'ennight If you should 
not succeed in your tramps, don't be dejected, or take any 
rash step — ^return to us in that case, and we will court For- 
tune's better humour. Remember this, I charge you. 

R. B.* 

* '< We have been favoured by Mr J. Fraser, of the Red Lion Inn, 
Shakspeare Square, Edinburgh, (a poet of no mean powers, and 
author of * Craigmillar,' the < Soldier's Dream,' and many 
other pieces, 1 vol. published in Edinburgh some time ago,) with 
a copy of the above letter from the Bard of Ayrshire to his 
brother William. The letter is framed and placed between two 
plates of glass — is suspended in one of the public apartments of 
the " Red Lion," where, trifling though it be, it is regarded by 
many visitors as a relic of no ordinary interest, and may be seen 
by any of the Poet's admirers. The letter was presented by Mr 
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Begg, schoolmaster, Onniston, East Lothian, the poet's nephew, 
(son of Nannie, alluded to in the letter,) to Mr St George^ 
Haddington, and by the latter gentleman to our friend Eraser.— 
The Letter itself is common-place enough, but the P.S. is strong- 
Iv characteristic of Bana.'^KUmamock JoumaU 
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TO THB PUBLia 

The following letters, with the exception of one only, were 
written by RoBSET Bu&nB before bis marriage. They are 
printed ver&aftm from the originals, and where any of them ar^ 
torn, which nnfortonately is the case with two or tiliree^ the de-r 
ficiences are marked by a$Uri»k9. 

The lady to whom they are addressed seems to have encour« 
aged a friendly correspondence with the Poet, whose fascinating 
powem of mind mnst neesMarily have produced, on her part^ 
esteem, and admiration. 

Yet, although he was forbidden to indulge the more tender 
affections of the heart, it was natural to expect, from the strong 
sensibility and delicate feelings of the Bard, that, in his corres- 
pondence with a young and amiable woman, love must be a prin- 
cipal theme. 

As these letters, on perusal, will be found to possess every 
mark of the strong and vigorous mind of Bums, they will, in no 
degree, diminish that celebrity he has so justly merited by his 
epistolary compositions. 



No. I.# 

l%ur8day Evening, 
Madam, 

I HAD set no small store by my tea-drinking to-night, 
and have not often been so disappointed. Saturday even- 
ing I shall embrace the opportunity with the greatest plea- 
sure. I leave this town this day se*ennight, and, probably, 

* This is generally printed as No. IL of the letters, while in 
fact it should be No. I. Its date must have been 6th Dec. 
1787. He was to have drank tea that day, but was disappoint- 
ed by the lady who asked him for Saturday, on which day the 
accident to his leg happened. — M. 
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for a couple of twelvemonths ; but must ever regret that I 
so lately got an acquaintance I shall ever highly esteem, 
and in whose welfare I shall ever be warmly interested. 

Our worthy common friend, in her usual pleasant way, 
rallied me a good deal on my new acquaintance, and in the 
humour of her ideas I wrote some lines, which I inclose 
you, as I think they have a good deal of poetic merit ; and 

Miss tells me you are not only a critic, but a poetess. 

Fiction, you know, is the native region of poetry ; and I 
hope you will pardon my vanity in sending you the baga- 
telle as a tolerable off-hand Jeu^^esprit I have several 
poetic trifles, which I shall gladly leave with Miss , 

or. you, if they were worth house room ; as there are scarce- 
ly two people on earth by whom it would mortify me more 
to be forgotten, though at the distance of ninescore miles. 
•^I am. Madam, with the highest respect, your very hum- 
ble Servant, 

• « « 



No. IL* 



Saturday Evening. 

I CAN say with truth. Madam, that I never met with a 
person in my life whom I more anxiously wished to meet 
again than yourself. To-night I was to have had that very 
great pleasure i I was intoxicated with the idea, but an un- 
lucky fall from a coach has so brubed one of my knees, that 
I can*t stir my leg ; so if I don't see you again, I shall not 
rest in my grave for chagrin. I was vexed to the soul I 
had not seen you sooner ; I determined to cultivate your 
friendship with the enthusiasm of religion ; but thus has 
Fortune ever served me. I cannot bear the idea of leaving 

• The date of this letter is 8th Dec. 1787. Bums met with 
his accident on that day. Vide his letter to Miss Chalm«rB, in 
which he alludes to that unlncky occurrence. — ^M. 
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Edinburgh without seeing you* I know not bow to ac- 
count for it — I am strangely taken with some people, nor 
am I often mistaken. You are a stran'ger to me ; but I 
am an odd being : some yet unnamed feelings, things, not 
principles, but better than whims, carry me farther than 
boasted reason ever did a philosopher. — Farewell ! every 
happiness be yours ! 



No. III. 



Fridaff Evening, 22d Dec,, 1787. 

I BEo your pardon, my dear ** Clarinda,*** for the fragment 
scrawl I sent you yesterday. I really do not know what I 
wrote. A gentleman, for whose character, abilities, and 
critical knowledge, I have the highest veneration, called in 
just as I had begun the second sentence, and I would not 
make tlie porter wait. I read to my much-respected friend 
several of my own bagatelles, and, among others, your lines, 
which I had copied out. He began some criticisms oa 
them as on the other pieces, when I informed him they 
were the work of a young lady in this town, which, I assure 
you, made him stare. My learned friend seriously protest- 
ed, that he did not believe any young woman in Edinburgh 
was capable of such lines ; and if you know any thing of 
Professor Gregory, you will neither doubt of his abilities 
nor his sincerity* I do love you, if possible, still better for 
having so fine a taste and turn for poesy. I have again 
gone wrong in my usual unguarded way, but you may erase 
the word, and put esteem, respect, or any other tame Dutch 
expression you please in its place. I believe there is no 
holding converse, or carrying on correspondence, with an 

* This does not appear. It probably talked of love, and called 
forth the verses beginning, ** Talk not of love,** and to which she 
must have signed Clarinda, from its being marked as a quota- 
tion.— M. 
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amiable woman, much less a §hriou$ly amiahh fine wo» 
mofis without some mixture of that delkious pession, whose 
most devoted slave I have more than once had the boBonr 
of beiBg-*But wh}r be hurt or ofieoded on that account ? 
Can no honest man have a prepossession for a fine woman, 
but he miUst run his head against an intrigae? . Take a 
little of the tender witchcraft of love^ and add to it the 
generous, the honourable sentiments of manly friend- 
ship : and I know but one more delightful morsel, which 
few, few in any rank ever taste. Such a composition is like 
adding cream to strawberries ; it not only gives the fruit a 
more elegant richness, but has a peculiar deliciousness of 
its own. 

I loelose you 4 few Imes I composed on a late melan- 
eholy occasion. I wilt not give above five or six copies of 
k at all, and I wov^M be hurt if any friend should give any 
eopies without my consent. 

Ton cannot imagine, Glarinda (I like the idea of Ar^ 
eadian names in a commerce of this kind), how much store 
r have set by the hopes of your future friendship. I do 
not know if you have a just idea of my character, but I 
wish you to see me cts lam, I am, as most people of my 
trade are, a strange Wil]^'*Wisp being ; the victim, too 
frequently, of mw^ imprudence and many fellies. My 
great constituent elements are pride and passitm. The 
first I have endeavoured to humanize into integrity and 
honour ; the last makes me a devotee to the warmest de- 
gree of entiiusiasm, in love, religion, or friendship— -either 
of' them, or all together, as I happen to be inspired. Tis 
tnte, I never saw yon but once ; but how much acquaint- 
tance (fid 1 form with you in that once ! Do not think I 
flatter you, or have a design upon you, Glarinda ; I have 
too much pride for the one, and too litde cold contrivance 
for the other ; but of all God*s creatures I ever could ap- 
proach in the beaten way of my acquaintance, you struck 
me with the deepest, the strongest^ the most permanent 
impression. I say, the most permanent, because I kno^ 
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myself veil, and how fiir I can promise either in my pre- 
ponessioDS or powers. Why are you unhappy ? And why 
are so many of our fellow-creatures, unworthy to belong to 
the same species with you, blest with all they can wish? 
You have a hand all benevolent to give — Why were you 
denied the pleasure ? You have a heart formed — ^^oriously 
formed — ^for all the most refined luxuries of love : Why 
was that heart ever wrung? O Clarindat shall we not 
tneet in a state, some yet unknown state of being, where 
the lavish hand of plenty shall minister to the highest wish 
of benevolence ; and where the chill north-wind of pru- 
dence shall never blow over the flowery fields of enjoy- 
ment ? If we do not, man was made in vain I I deserved 
most of the unhappy hours that have lingered over my 
head ; they were the wages of my labour : but what un- 
provoked demon, malignant as hell, stole upon the confi- 
dence of unmbtrusting busy Fate, and dashed yowr cup of 
life with undeserved sorrow ? 

Let me know how long your stay will be out of town ; 
I shall count the hours till you inform me of your return. 
Cursed etiquette forbids your seeing me just now ; and so 
soon as I can walk I must bid Edinburgh adieu. Lord, why 
was I born to see misery which I cannot relieve, and to meet 
with friends whom I cannot enjoy ? I look back with the 
pang of unavailing avarice on my loss in not knowing you 
sooner : all last winter, these three months past, what luxuiy 
of intercourse have I not lost ! Perhaps, though, 'twas bet- 
ter for my peace. You see I am either above, or incapable of 
dissimulation. I believe it is want of that particular genius. 
I despise design, because I want either coolness or wisdom 
to be capable of it I am interrupted. — Adieu ! my dear 
Clarindal 

SYLVANDER.* 

* The date of this letter is most likely the 22d or 29th of De- 
cember, for in his first letter to Capt. Brown, he says on the dOth 
Dee. they were seut Hotber day. — ^M. 

4 2 G 
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No. IV.* 

Yon are right, my dear Clarinda : a friendly correspond- 
ence g()f s for nothing, except one write their undisguised 
sentiments. Yours please me for their intrinsic merit, as 
well as because they are yours, which, I assure you, is to 
me a high recommendation. Your religious sentiments. 
Madam, I revere. If you have, on some suspicious evi- 
dence, from some lying oracle, learned that I despise or 
ridicule so sacredly important a matter as real religion, you 
have, my Clarinda, much misconstrued your friend.^—** I 
am not mad, most noble Festus I " Have you ever met a 
perfect character ? Do we not sometimes rather exchange 
&ults than get rid of them ? For instance, I am perhaps 
tired with, and shocked at a life too much the prey of giddy 
inconsistencies and thoughtless follies ; by degrees I grow 
sober, prudent, and statedly pious — I say statedly, because 
the most unaffected devotion is not at all inconsistent with 
my first character — I join the world in congratulating my- 
self on the happy change. But let me pry more narrowly 
into this afiair. Have I, at bottom, any thing of a secret 
pride in these endowments and emendations? Have I 
nothing of a presbyterian sourness, an hypocritical severity, 
when I survey my less regular neighbours ? In a word, 
have I missed all those nameless and numberless modifica- 
tions of indistinct selfishness, which are so near our own 
eyes, that we can scarcely bring them within the sphere of 
our vision, and which the known spotless cambric of our 
character hides from the ordinary observer ? 

My definition of worth is short ; truth and humanity re- 
specting our fellow-creatures; reverence and humility in 
the presence of that Being, my Creator and Preserver, and 
who, I have every reason to believe, will one day be my 

* This letter appears to have been written aboat 1st January, 
and probably the order in which it is now inserted is correct. — M. 
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Judge. The first part of my definition is the creature of 
unbiassed instinct ; the last is the child of after reflection. 
Where I found these two essentials, I would gently note, 
and slightly mention, any attendant flaws — ^flaws, the marks, 
the consequences of human nature. 

I can easily enter into the sublime pleasures that your 
strong imagination and keen sensibility must derive from 
religion, particularly if a little in the shade of misfortune; 
but I own I cannot, without a marked grudge, see Heaven 
totaUy engross so amiable, so charming a woman, as my 
friend Clarinda ; and should be very well pleased at a cvr" 
cunutance that would put it in the power of somebody 
(happy somebody!) to divide her attention, with all the 
delicacy and tenderness of an earthly attachment. 

You will not easily persuade me that you have not a 
grammatical knowledge of the English language. So £Eir 
from being inaccurate, you are elegant beyond auy woman 
of my acquaintance, except one, whom I wish you knew. 

Your last verses to me have so delighted me, that I have 
got an excellent old Scots air that suits the measure, and 
you shall see them in print in the Scots Musical Museum, 
a work publishing by a friend of mine in this town. I 
vnint four stanzas ; you gave me but three, and one of 
them alluded to an expression in my former letter ; so I 
have taken your two first verses, with a slight alteration in 
the second, and have added a third ; but you must help 
me to a fourth. Here they are : the latter half of the first 
stanza would have been worthy of Sappho ; I am in rap- 
tures with It. 

Talk not of Love, it gives me pain, 

For Love has been my foe : 
He bound me with an iron chain, 

And sunk me deep in woe. 

But Friendship's pure and lasting joys 

My heart was formed to prove : 
There^ welcome, win and wear the prise, 

But never talk of love. 

262 
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** Your frieodship much qui make mt hkdt^ 

O why that bliss destroy ! 
[only] 
'Why urge the odious one request, 
[wiU] 
You know I must deny. 

The alteration in the seoo&d stanza k no improTcment, 
but there was a slight inaocuracy in your rhyme. The 
third I only offer to your choice, and have left two words 
for your determination. The air is * The banks of Spey/ 
and is most beautiful. 

To-morrow evening I intend taking a ohair, and paying 
a visit at Park Place to a much-valued old friend* If I 
could be sure of finding you at home, (and 1 will send one 
of the chairmen to call) I would spend from ^^re to six 
o'clock with you, as I go past. I cannot do more at this 
time, as I have something on my hand that hurries me 
much. I propose giving you the first call, my old friend 

the second) and Miss as I return home. Do not 

break any engagement for me, as I will spend another 
evening with you at any rate before I leave town. 

Do not tell me that you are pleased when your friends 
inform you of your fkults. I am ignorant what they are ; 
but I am sure they must be such evanescent trifles, com- 
pared with your personal and mental accomplishments, 
that I would despise the ungenerous narrow soul who 
would notice any shadow of imperfections you may seem to 
have, any other way than in the most delicate agreeable 
raillery. Coarse minds are not aware how much they in- 
jure the keenly feeling tie of bosom-friendship, when, in 
their foolish officiousness, they mention what nobody cares 
for recollecting. People of nice sensibility, and generous 
minds, have a certain intrinsic dignity, that fires at being 
trifled with, or lowered^ or even too nearly approached. 

You need make no apology for long letters : I am even 
with you. Many happy new years to you, charming Cla- 
rinda I I can't dissemble, were it to shun perdition. He 
who sees you as I have done, and does not love you, de- 
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serves to be damo'd for his stupidity ! He who loves you, 
and would injure you, deserves to be doubly damn'd for his 
▼iUaoy ! Adieu. 

SYLVANDER. 

P. S. What would you thiuk of this for a fourth stanza? 

Your thought, if love must harbour there, 

Ck>nceal it iu that thought. 
Nor cause me from my bosom tear 

The very friend I sought. 



No. V. 



Monday Evening, 11 o^doekf 21s< Janvary* 

Wht have I not heard from you, Clariuda ? To-day I 
expected it ; and before supper, when a letter to me was 
announced, my heart danced with rapture: but behold, 
'twas some fool, who had taken it into his head to turn 
poet, and made me an offering of the first-fruits of his non- 
sense. " It is not poetry, but prose run mad." Did I ever 
repeat to you an epigram I made on a Mr Elphinstone, 
who has given a translation of Martial, a famous Latin 
poet ? The poetry of Elphinstone can only equal his prose 
notes. I was sitting in a merchant's shop of my acquaint- 
ance, waitmg somebody; he put Elphinstone into my 
hand, and asked my opinion of it ; I begged leave to write 
it on a blank leaf, which I did, 

TO MA ELPHINSTONE, &C. 

O thou, whom poesy abhors > 
Whom prose has turned out of doors ! 
Heardst thou yon groan ? proceed no further ! 
'Twas laureled Martial calling murther ! 

I am determined to see you, if at all possible, on Satur- 
day evening. Next week I must sing — 

2 63 
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The DJght ia my departinj; night, 

llie morn's the day I maun awa; 
There*s neither friend nor foe o* mine, 

Bat wishes that I were awa ! 
What I hae done for lack o* wit, 

I never, never can reca' ; 
I hope ye're a* my friends as yet, 

Gude night, and joy be wi* you a' f 

If I could see you sooner, I would be so mach the hap- 
pier ; but I would not purchase tlie dearest gratification 
on earth, if it must be at your expense in worldly censure, 
far less inward peace ! 

I shall certainly be ashamed- of thus scrawling whole 
sheets of incoherence. The only uniti/ (a sad word with 
poets and critics !) in my ideas, is Clarinda. There my 
heart " reigns and revels." 

** What art thou. Love ? whenee are those charms. 

That thus thou bear'st an universal rule ? 
For thee the soldier quits his arms. 

The king turns slave, the wise msn fool. 
Iq vain we chase thee from the field. 

And with cool thoughts resist thy yoke . 
Next tide of blood, alas 1 we yield ; 

And all those high resolves are broke 1'* 

I like to have quotations for every occasion. They give 
one*s ideas so pat, and save one the trouble of finding ex- 
pression adequate to one's feelings. I think it is one of thd 
greatest pleasures attending a poetic genius, that we can 
give our woes, cares, joys, loves, &c., an embodied form in 
verse, which, to me, is ever immediate ease. Goldsmith 
says finely of his Muse— 

" Thou source of all my bliss and all my wo ; 
Thou foundst me poor at first, and keep*st me so." 

My limb has been so well to-day, that I have gone up 
and down stairs ofWn without my staff. To-morrow I 
hope to walk once again on my own legs to dinner. It is 
only next street — Adien. 

SYLVANDER. 
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No. VI. 



Saturday Neon, 26M January. 

Some days, some nights, nay, some hours, like the *'ten 
righteous persons in Sodom,*' save the rest of the vapid, 
tiresome, miserahle months and years of life. One of these 
hours, my dear Clarinda blest me with yesternight. 

■' One well ipent hour, 



In such a tender circumBtance for friends, 
Is better than an age of common time I * 

Thomson. 

My favourite feature in Blilton's Satao, is his manly for- 
titude in supporting what cannot be remedied — in short, 
the wild broken fragments of a noble exalted mind in ruins. 
I meant no more by saying he was a £sivourite hero of mind. 

I mentioned to you my letter to Dr Moore, giving an 
account oi ray life : it is truth, every word of it ; and will 
give you the just idea of a man whom you have honoured 
with your friendship. I am afraid you will hardly be able 
to make sense of so torn a piece .-«- Your verses I shall muse 
on, deliciously, as I gaze on your image in my mind's eye, 
in my heart's core: they will be in time enough for a week 
to come. I am truly happy your head-ache is better. — O, 
how can pain or evil be so daringly, unfeelingly, cruelly 
savage, as to wound so noble a mind, so lovely a form I 

My little fellow is all my name-sake. — Write me soon. 
My every, strongest good wishes attend you, Clarinda ! 

SYLVANDER. 

I know not what I have written — I am pestered with 
people around me. 
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No. VI L 



Sunday Night, 21th JcoMury 9 

The impertinence of fools has joined with a return of an 
old indisposition, to make me good for nothing to-day. 
The paper has lain before me all this evening, to write to 
my dear Clarinda, but — 

" Fools rosh'd on fools, as wayes succeed to waves." 

I cursed them in my soul ; they sacriligeously disturbed 
my meditations on her who holds my heart What a crea- 
ture is man ! A little alarm last night and to-day, that I 
am mortal, has made such a revolution on my spirits* 
There is no philosophy, no divinity, comes half so home 
to the mind. I have no idea of courage that braves heaven. 
'Tis the wild ravings of an imaginary hero in bedlam. 

I can no more, Clarinda ; I can scarcely hold up my 
head; but I am happy you do not know it, you would be 
80 uneasy. 

SYLVANDER. 



Monday Morning, 2Qth January, 

I am, my lovely friend, much better this morning on the 
whole ; but I have a horrid languor on my spirits. 

*■ Sick of the world, and all its joys, 
My soul in pining sadness mourns ; 
Dark scenes of woe my mind employs, 
The past and present in their turns.' 

Have you ever met with a saying of the great, and like- 
wise good Mr Locke, author of the fisimous Essay on the 
Human Understanding? He wrote a letter to a friend, 
directing it, * not to be delivered till after my decease :' it 
ended thus — " I know you loved me when living, and will 
preserve my memory now I am dead. All the use to be 
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made of it b, that this life atbrda no loKd latis&ction, bat 
in the cooflciousneM of having done weU, and the hopes of 
another life. Adieu t I leave my best wishes wkb yo«« 

J. Loci 



Clarinda, may I reckon on your friendship for life ? I 
think I Qiay. Thou Almighty Preserver of men! thy 
friendship, which hitherto I have too mnch neglected, to 
secure it shall, all the future days and nights of my life, be 
my steady care I The idea of my Clarinda follows — 

' Hide it, ny b«art, witbin that oIom dii^ie, 
Vhere^ mlx'd with God'i, her loVd idM Um.* 

But I fear that inconstancy, the consequent imperfection 
of human weakness. Shall I meet with a friendship that 
defies years of absence, and the chances and changes of 
fortune? Perhaps 'such thin^ ane;' one honest man* I 
have great hopes from that way \ but who, except a romance 
writer, would think on a love that oould promise for life, 
in spite of distance, absence, chance, and change ; and that 
too, with slender hopes of fruition ? For my own part, I 
can say to myself in both requisitions, ' Thou art the man ! 
I dare, in cool resolve I dare, declare myself that friend, 
and that lover. If womankind is capable of such things, 
Clarinda is. I trust that she is ; and feel I shall be mis- 
erable if she is not There is not one virtue which gives 
worth, or one sentiment which does honour to the sex, 
tliat she does not possess, superior to any woman I ever 
saw : her exalted mind, aided a little perimps, by her situa- 
tion, is, I think, capable of that nobly-romantic love-en- 
thusiasm. 

Rfay I see you on Wednesday evening, my dear angel 7 
The next Wednesday again will, I conjecture, be a bated 
day to us both. I tremble for censorious remark, for yofxt 
sake ; but in extraordinary cases, may not nsual and useful 
precaution be a little dispensed with? Three eveningp^ 

* Alluding to Captain Brown. 
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three 8wift>winged evenings, with pinions of down, are all 
the past ; I dare not calculate the future. I shall call at 
Miss — *s to morrow evening ; 'twill be a farewell calL 

I have wrote out my last sheet of paper, so I am reduced 
to my last half-sheet. What a strange mysterious &culty 
IS that thing called imagination ! We have no ideas almost 
at all of another world ; but I have often amused myself 
with visionary schemes of what happiness might be en- 
joyed by small alterations — alterations that we can fully 
enter into, in this present state of existence. For instance, 
suppose you and I, just as we are at present ; the same 
reasoning powers, sentiments, and even desires ; the same 
fond curiosity for knowledge and remarking observation in 
our minds ; and imagine our bodies free from pain and the 
necessary supplies for the wants of nature at all times, and 
easily within our reach : imagine further, that we were set 
free from the laws of gravitation, which bind us to this 
globe, and could at pleasure fly, without inconvenience, 
through all the yet unconjectured bounds of creation, what 
a life of bliss would we lead, in our mutual pursuit of vir- 
tue and knowledge, and our mutual enjoyment of friend- 
ship and love I 

I see you laughing at piy fairy fancies, and calling me a 
voluptuous Mahometan ; but I am certain I would be a 
happy creature, beyond any thing we call bliss here below ; 
nay, it would be a paradise congenial to you too. Don't 
you see us, hand in hand, or rather, my arm about your 
lovely waist, making our remarks on Sirius, the nearest of 
the fixed stars; or surveying a comet, flaming innoxious 
by us, as we just now would mark the passing pomp of a 
travelling monarch ; or in a shady bower of Mercury or 
Venus, dedicating the hour to love, in mutual converse, 
relying honour, and revelling endearment, whilst the most 
exalted strains of poesy and harmony would be the ready 
spontaneous language of our souls I Devotion is the &vour- 
ite employment of your heart ; so is it of mine : what in- 
centives dien to, and powers for reverence, gratitude, faith. 
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and hope, in all the fervours of adoration and praise to that 
Being, whose unsearchable wisdom, power, and goodness, 
so pervaded, so inspired, eveiy sense and feeling ! — By thb 
time, I dare say, you will be blessing the neglect of the maid 
that leaves me destitute of paper ! 

SYLVANDER. 



No. VIIL* 

Tutiday Night. 
I AM delighted, charming Clarinda, with your honest en- 
thusiasm for religion. Those of either sex, but particular- 
ly the female, who are lukewarm in that most important of 
all things, " O my soul, come not thou into their secrets ! ^ 
—I feel myself deeply interested in your good opinion, and 
will lay before you the outlines of my belief. He, who is 
our Author and Preserver, and will one day be our Judge, 
must be (not for his sake in the way of duty, but from the 
native impulse of our hearts) the object of our reverential 
awe and grateful adoration : He is Almighty and all-boun- 
teous, we are weak and dependent ; hence prayer and every 

other sort of devotion. * He is not willing that any 

should perish, but that all should come to everlasting 
life ;* consequently it must be in every one's power to em- 
brace his offer of ' everlasting life ;' otherwise he could not, 
in justice, condemn those who did not. A mind pervaded, 
actuated, and governed by purity, truth, and charity, tiiough 
it does not merit heaven, yet is an absolutely necessary 
pre-requisite, without which heaven can neither be obtain- 
ed nor enjoyed ; and, by divine promise, such a mind shall 
never fail of attaining * everlasting life :' hence the impure, 
the deceiving, and the uncharitable, extrude themselves 
from eternal bliss, by their unfitness for enjoying it. The 

* This appears to have been written on the 8tb or l^tb of 
January. 
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Supreme Being has put the immediate administration of all 
tht8» for wise and gpood ends known to himself, into the 
haods of Jesus Christ, a great personage, whose relation to 
him we cannot o(Hnprehend, but whose relation to us is a 
guide and Saviour ; and who, except for our own obstinacy 
and miaconduct, will bring us all, through various ways, 
and by various means, to bliss at last. 

These are my tenets, my lovely friend ; and which, I 
think, cannot be well disputed. My creed is pretty nearly 
expressed in the last clause of Jamie Dean's grace, an hon- 
est weaver in Ayrshire ; * Lord, grant that we may lead a 
gude life ! for a gude life maks a gude end, at least it helps 
weell' 

I am flattered by the entertainment you tell me you have 
found in my packet. You see me as I have been^ you 
know me as I am, and may guess at what I am likely to be. 
I too may say, * Talk not of love,' &c. for indeed he has 
' plunged me deep in woe I ' Not that I ever saw a woman 
who pleased unexceptionably, as my Clarinda elegantly 
says, "In the companion, the friend, and the mistress." 
One indeed I could except^— One, before passion threw its 
mists over my discernment, I knew the first of women ! 
Her name is indelibly written in my heart's core— but I 
dare not look in on it — a degree of agony would be the 
consequence. Oh I thou perfidious, cruel, mischief-mak- 
ing demon, who presidest over that frantic passion — thou 
mayest, thou dost poison my peace, but thou shalt not 
taint my honour— <I would not, for a single moment, give 
an asylum to the most distant imagination, that would 
shadow the faintest outline of a selfish gratification, at the 
expense of her whose happiness is twisted with the threads 
of my existence.— -May she be as happy as she deserves ! 
And if my tenderest, faithfullest friendship, can add to her 
bliss, I shall at least have one solid mine of enjoyment in 
my bosom I JDan't guess at these ravings ! 

I watched at our front window to-day, but was disap- 
pointed. It has been a day of disappointments. I am just 
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fis«n from a two hours' bout after supper, with silly or sor* 
did souls, who could relish nothing in eommon with me but 

Ae Port- — One. ^"Tis bow ** witching time of night ;*' 

and whatefer is out of joint in the foregoing scrawl, impute 
it to enchantments and spells; for I can't look over it, but 
wiU seal it up directly, as I doo't care for tonnorfow^s cri- 
ticisms OB it. 

You are by this time fast asleep, Clarinda ; may good 
angels attend and guard you as constantly and &ithfuUy as 
my good wi^es do. 

" Beauty, which, whether waking or adeep, 
Shot forth peculiar gra«M." 

John Milton^ I wish thy soul better rest than I expect 
on my pillow to-night ! O for a little of the cart-horse part 
of human nature ! Good night my dearest Clarinda I 

SYLVANDER. 



No. IX. 



JTimndajf NiXftt, iOth or nth January, 

I 4¥ «eiMPA I <av you, Clarinda ^ but you don't look to 
.the pmper atory for a poet's lodgjng«P* 

* Where ipeeaUtion lootted near the iky.' 

1 could almost have thrown myself over for very vexa- 
tion. Why didn't you look higher f It has spoiled my 
peace for this day. To be so near my charming Clarinda ; 
to miss her look when it was searching for me — I am sure 
the soul is capable of disease, for mine has convulsed itself 
into an inflammatory fever. 

You have converted me, Clarinda. (I shall love that 
name while I live : there is heavenly music in it). Booth 
and Amelia I kpow welL* Your sentiments on that sub- 
jf^ fi3 they fire on every sphject, are just and noble. ' To 

* See Fieldiag^s novel of Amelia. 
4 2 H 
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be feelingly alive to kindness, and to unkindness/ is a 
charming female character. 

What I said in my last letter, the powers of fuddling 
sociality only know for me. By yours, I understand my 
good star has been partly in my horizon, when I got wild 
in my reyeries. Had that evil planet, which has almost all 
my life shed its baleful rays on my devoted head, been, as 
usual, in my zenith, I had certainly blabbed something that 
would have pointed out to you the dear object of my ten- 
derest friendship, and, in spite of me, something more. 
Had that fatal information escaped me, and it was merely 
chance, or kind stars, that it did not, I had been undone I 
You would never have written me, except perhaps tmce 
more I O, I could curse circumstances, and the coarse tie 
of human laws, which keeps fast what common sense would 
loose, and which bars that happiness itself cannot give-— 
happiness which otherwise Love and Honour would war^ 
rant I But hold — I shall make no more 'hair breadth 
'scapes.' 

My friendship, Clarinda, is a life-rent business. My lik- 
ings are both strong and etemaL I told you I had but one 
male friend : I have but two female. I should have a third, 
but she is surrounded by the blandishments of flatteiy and 
courtship .  * * I register in my hearths core — * ***##. 
Miss N — — can tell you how divine she is. iShe is worthy 
of a place in the same bosom with my Clarinda. That is 
the highest compliment I can pay her. 

Farewell, Clarinda I Remember 

SYLVANDER. 



No. X. 



Saturday Morning, 12^A or 19ih Janvary* 

YoDB thoughts on religion, Clarinda, shall be welcome. 
You may perhaps distrust me, when I say 'tis also my 
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&vourite topic ; but mine is the religion of the bosom. 1 
hate the very idea of a oontroversial divinity ; as I firmly 
belieye, that every honest upright man, of whatever sect, 
will be accepted of the Deity. If your verses, aa you seem 
to hint, contain censure^ except you want an occasion to 
break with me, don't send. them. I have a little infirmit3r 
in my disposition, that where I fondly love, or highly 
esteem, I cannot bear reproach. 

** Reverence thyself is a sacred maxim, and I wish to 
cherish it. I think I told you Lord Bolingbroke's saying 
to Swifts*' Adieu, dear Swift, with all thy faults I love 
thee entirely ; make an effort to love me with all mine." 
A glorious sentiment, and without which there can be no 
friendship ! I do highly, very highly esteem you indeed, 
Clarinda-— you merit it all ! Perhaps, too, I scorn dissim- 
ulation I I could fondly love you : judge then what a 
maddening sting your reproach would be. '* O I I have 
sins to Heaven but none to you P* — ^With what pleasure 
would I meet you to-day, but I cannot walk to meet the 
fly. I hope to be able to see you on foot, about the mid* 
die of next week. 

I am interrupted—- perhaps you are not sorry for it, you 
will tell me — but I wont anticipate blame. O Clarinda ! 
did yon know how dear to me is your look of kindness, 
your smile of approbation I you would not, either in prose 
or verse, risk a censorious remark. 

*' Curst be the verse, how well soe'er it flow, 
That tends to make one worthy man my foe t ** 

SYLVANDER. 



No. XI. 



Tuesday Morning, 29^ Jamuary^ 

I CANNOT go out to-day, ray dearest Clarinda, without 
sending you half a line, by way of a sin-offering ; but, be* 

2 H 2 
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lieve me, 'twad the sin of ignorance. Could you think thai' 
I intended to hurt you by any thing I said yesternight? 
Nature has been too kind to you for your happiness, your 
delicacy, your sensibility^ — O why should such glorious 
qualifications be the fruitful source of woe I You have 
' murdered sleep' to me last night. I went to bed, impress* 
ed with an idea that you were unhappy; and every start I 
closed my eyes, busy Fancy painted you in such scenes of 
romantic misery, that I would almost be persuaded you 
were not weU tliis morning. 

•* If I unweeting have offended, 



Impute it not.' 

* Bnt while we lire, 

But one short hour perhaps, between us two, 
Let there be peace.' 

If Mary is not gone by this reaches you, give her my 
best compliments. She is a charming girl, and highly 
worthy of the noblest love. 

I send you a poem to read, till I call on yon this night, 
which will be about nine. I wish I could procure some 
potent spell, some fiiiiy charm, that would protect from in- 
jury, or restore to rest, that bo9om*chord, * tremblingly alive 
all o'er,' on which hangs your peace of mind. I thought, 
vainly, I fear, thought that the devotion of love^-^love 
strong as even you can feel — ^love guarded, invulnerably 
guarded, by all the purity of virtue, and all the pride of 
honour ; I thought such a love would make you happy — 
will I be mistaken ? I can no more for hurry * * * * 



No. XII. 



Sunday Morning, Qd Fdrruary, 

i HAVE just been before the throne of my God, Clarinda ; 
according to my association of ideas, my sentiments of 
love and friendship, I next devote myself to you. Yester- 
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nigbt I was happy — happiness * that the world (^nnot giv'e. 
•^I kindle at the recollection ; but it is a flame where in- 
JMKence looks smiling on, and honour stands by a sacred 
guard. — Your heart, your fondest wishes, your dearest 
tho)Ughts, these are yours to bestow : your person is unap- 
proachable by the laws of your country ; and he loves not 
as I do, who would make you miserable. 

You are an angel, Clarinda ; you are surely no mortal 
that ' the eartii owns.' — To kiss your hand, to live on your 
smile, is to me fer more exquisite bliss, than the dearest 
&vours that the fairest of the sex, yourself excepted, can 
bestow. 

Sunday Evening. 

You are the constant companion of my thoughts. How 
wretched is the condition of one who is haunted with con- 
scious guilt, and trembling under the idea of dreaded ven- 
geance ! and what a placid calm, what a charming secret 
enjoyment it gives, to bosom the kind feelings of friend- 
ship, and the fond throes of love ! Out upon the tempest 
of anger, the acrimonious gall of fretful impatience, the 
sullen frost of louring resentment, or the corroding poison 
of withered envy I They eat up the immortal part of man ! 
If they spent their fury only on the unfortunate objects of 
them, it would be something in their favour; but these 
miserable passions, like traitor Iscariot, betray their lord 
and master. 

Thou Almighty Author of peace, and goodness, and love ! 
do thou give me the social heart that kindly tastes of every 
man's cup ! Is it a draught of joy ? — warm and open my 
heart to share it with cordial unenvying rejoicing ! Is it 
the bitter potion of sorrow? — melt my heart with sincerely 
sympathetic woe ! Above all, do thou give me the manly 
mind, that resolutely exemplifies, in life and manners, those 
sentiments which I would wish to be thought to possess ! 
The friend of my soul — there, may I never deviate from 
the firmest fidelity and most active kindness! Clarinda, 

2 h3 
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the dear object of my fondest love ; there, may the moA 
sacred inviolate honour, the most faithful kindling con>- 
stancy, ever watch and animate my every thought and ima- 
gination I 

Did you ever meet with the following lines spoken of 
Religion, your darling topic ? 

* ' Ti$ this, my friend, that streaks our morning bright ; 
' JHs this that gilds the horrors of our night ; 
When wealth forsakes us, and when fKends are few, 
When friends are faithless, or when foes pursue ; 
'Tis this that wards the blow^ or stills the smart, 
Disarms affliction, or repels its dart : 
Within the breast bids purest rapture rise. 
Bids smiling Conscience spread her cloudless skies.* 

I met with these verses very early in life, and was so 
delightefl with them, that I have them by me, copied at 
scliool. 

Good night and sound rest, my dearest Glarinda ! 

SYLVANDER. 



No. XIIL* 

I was on the way, my Love, to meet you, (I never do 

things by halves) when I got your card. M goes 

out of town to-morrow morning, to see a brother of his who 

IS newly arrived from . I am determined that he 

and I shall call on you together : so, look you, lest I should 
never see to-morrow, we will call on you to-night ;■ 
and you may put off tea till about seven ; at which time, 
in the Galloway phrase, ' an the beast be to the fore, an 
the branks bide hale,' expect the humblest of your humble 
servants, and his dearest friend. We propose staying only 
half an hour, ' for ought we ken.' I could suffer the lash 
of misery eleven months in the year, were the twelfth to 
be composed of hours like yesternight. You are the soul 

* This letter must have been written early in February. 
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of my eDJoyment : all else is of the stuff and stocks of 
Atones. 

SYLVANDER. 



No. XIV. 



Thursday Morning, 1th Fdtruary, 
^'Unlavish Wisdom never works in vain." 

I HAVE been tasking my reason, Clarinda, why a woman, 
who, for native genius, poignant wit, strength of mind, 
generous sincerity of soul, and the sweetest female tender- 
ness, is without a peer, and whose personal charms have 
few, very, very few parallels, among her sex ; why, or how 
she should fall to the blessed lot of a poor hairum scairum 
poet, whom Fortune had kept for her particular use, to wreak 
her temper on whenever she was in HI humour. One time 
I conjectured, that as Fortune is the most capricious jade 
ever known, she may have taken, not a fit of remdrse, but 
a paroxysm of whim» to raise the poor devil out of the 
mire, where he had so often and so conveniently served her 
as a stepping stone, and given him the most glorious boon 
she ever had in her gift, merely for the maggot*s sake, to see 
how his fool head and his fool heart will bear it. At other 
times I was vain enough to think, that Nature, who has a 
great deal to say with Fortune, had given the coquettish 
goddess some such hint as, ** Here is a paragon of female 
excellence, whose equal, in all my former compositions, I 
never was lucky enough to hit on, and despair of ever do- 
ing so again ; you have cast her rather in the shades of life ; 
there is a certain Poet of my making ; among your frolics 
it would not be amiss to attach him to this masterpiece of 
my hand, to give her that immortality among mankind* 
which no woman, of any age, ever more deserved, and 
which few rhymsters of this age are better able to confer." 
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Evening, 9 o*clock. 

I Aif here, absolutely unfit to finish my letter — pretty 
hearty after a bowl, which has been constantly plied since 
dinner till this moment, I have been with Mr Schetki, the 

musician, and he has set it * finely. 1 have no distinct 

ideas of any thing, but that I have drunk your health twice 
to-night» and that you are all my soul holds dear in this 
world. 

SYLVANDER. 
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Saturdatf Morning, 9th February, 

There is no time, my Clarinda, when the conscious 
thrilling chords of Love and Friendship ^ve such delight, a& 
in the pensive hours of what our favourite Thomson calls» 
' Philosophic Melancholy.* The sportive insects, who bask 
in the sunshine of prosperity ; or the worms that luxuriant 
crawl amid their ample wealth of earth, they need no Cla- 
rinda: they would despise Sylvander — if they durst. The. 
family of Misfortune, a numerous group of brothers and 
sisters ! they need a resting place to their soiils : unnoticed,, 
often condemned by the world ; in some degree, perliaps,. 
condemned by themselves, they feel the fiill enjoyment of 
ardent love, delicate tender endearments, mutual esteen> 
and mutual reliance. 

In this light I have often admired religion. In pro- 
portion as we are wrung with grief, or distracted with 
anxiety, the ideas of a compassionate Deity^ an Almighty 
Protector, are doubly dear. 

* * Tis this, my Friend, that streaks our morning bright ; 
' Tis this that gilds the horrors of our night." 

p.*!^?"*"'^^ mistress of my soul, »—&c. - &e Pocnw, Fol. ii. 
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1 have been tbis morning taking a peep tfarougfa, as 
Yonng finely sayft, ' the dark postern of time long elape'd ;' 
and, you will easily guess, 'twas a Toelul prospect. What 
a tissue of thoughtle^ness, weakness* and folly ! My life 
Reminded ttie of a ruined temple ; what strength, What 
proportion in some parts ! what unsightly gaps, what pros^ 
trate ruins in others ! I kneeled down before the Father 
of mercies, and said, ' Father, I have sinned against hea- 
ven, and in thy sight, and am no more worthy to be call- 
ed thy son ! ' I rose, eased and strengthened. I despise 
the superstition of a fitnatic, but I love the religion of a 
man. ' The future,' said I to myself, ' is still before me ;* 
there let me 

'* On reason build resolve, 



That column of true majesty in man ! ' 

' I liave difficulties many to encounter,' said I ; ' but they 
are not absolutely insuperable : and where is firmness of 
mind shown but in exertion ? mere declamation is bombast 
rant'-^Besides, wherever I am, or in whatever situation I 
may be— 



•'Tis nought to me : 



Since Qod is ever present, ever felt. 

In the void waste as in the city full ; 

And where He vital breathes, there must be joy I ' 

Saturday Night—half after Ten, 

What luxury of bliss I was enjoying this time yester- 
night ! My ever- dearest Clarinda, you have stolen away my 
soul : but you have refined, you have exalted it : you have 
given it a stronger sense of virtue, and a stronger relish for 
piety. — Clarinda, first of your sex, if ever I am the veriest 
wretch on earth to forget you ; if ever your lovely image is 
effkced from ray soul, 

' May I be lost, no eye to weep my end ; 
And find no earth that's base enough to bury me ! ' 

What trifling silliness is the childish fonduess of the 
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e very-day children of the world I 'tis the unmeaniug toying 
of the younglings of the fields and forests : but where Sen- 
timent and Fancy unite their sweets ; where Taste and 
Delicacy refine ; where Wit adds the flavour^ and Good- 
sense gives strength and spirit to alU what a delicious 
draught is the hour of tender endearment I — Beauty and 
Grace, in the arms of Truth and Honour, in all the luxury 
of mutual love. 

Clarinda, have you ever seen the picture realized ? Not 
in all its very richest colouring. 

. Last night, Clarinda, but for one slight shade, was the 
glorious picture — 



-Innocence 



Look*d, gaily smiling on ; while rosy Pleasure 
Hid young Desire amid her flowery wreath, 
And pour'd her cup luxuriant ; mantling high. 
The sparkling heavenly vintage, Love and Bliss I 

Clarinda, when a poet and poetess of Nature's making, 
two of Nature's noblest productions ! when they drink to-> 
gether of the same cup of Love and Bliss — attempt not, ye 
coarser stufi^ of human nature, profanely to measure enjoy- 
ment ye never can know ! — Good night, my dear Clarinda ! 

SYLVANDER. 



No. XVL 



About lOth Fdmtary^ 
Mt ever dearest Clarinda, 

I MAKE a numerous dinner party wait me while I read 
yours, and write this. Do not require that I should cease 
to love you, to adore you in my soul — 'tis to me impossible 
—your peace and happiness are to me dearer than my soul 
•—name the terms on which you wish to see me, to corres- 
"lond with me, and you have tlTem — I must love, pine, 
mourn, and adore in secret — this you must not deny me-— 
you will ever be to me — 
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** Dear as the light that viuts these sad eyes, 
Dear as the ruddy drops that warm my heart ! *' - 

I have not patience to read the puritanic scrawl. — ^Vile^ 
sophistry ! — Te heavens I thou God of nature ! thou Re^ 
deemer of mankind I ye look down with approving eyes on 
a passion inspired by the purest flame, and guarded by 
truth, delicacy, and honour ; but the half-inch soul of an- 
unfeeling, cold-blooded, pitiful presbyterian bigot, cannot 
forgive any thing above his dungeon bosom and foggy head. 

Farewell ; I'll be with you to-morrow evening — and be 
at rest in your mind — I wiU be yours in the way you think' 
most to your happiness ! I dare not proceed — I love, and 
will love you, and will with joyous confidence approach the 
throne of the almighty Judge of men, with your dear idea, 
and will despise the scum of sentiment, and the mist of 
sophistry 

SYLVANDER, 



No. xvn. 

Tuesday Evening, I2th JFV&. 

That you have fiiults, my Clarinda, I never doubted ; 
but I knew not where they existed, and Saturday night 
made me more in the dark than ever. O Clarinda ! why 
will you wound my soul, by hinting that last night must 
have lessened my opinion of you ? True, I was " behind 
the scenes with you ;** but what did I see ? A bosom 
glowing with honour and benevolence ; a mind ennobled 
by genius, informed and refined by education and reflection, 
and exalted 1i>y native religion, genuine as in the climes of 
heaven i a heart formed for all the glorious meltings of 
friendship, love> and pity. These I saw.-^I saw the noblest 
immortal soul creation ever showed me. 

I looked long, my dear Clarinda, for your letter ; and am 
vexed that you are complaining. I have not caught you aa 
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fiur wrong as in your idea, that the commerce yon ha¥e with 
one friend hurts you, if you cannot tdl every tittle of it to 
oMotheTf Why have so injurious a suspicion of a good 
Crod, Clannda^as to think that Friendship and Love, on, 
the sacred inviolate principles of Truth, Honour, and Re- 
li|^on, can be any thing else than an object of his divine 
approbation, 

I have mentioned, in some of my former scrawls, Satur- 
day evening next. Do allow me to wait on you that even- 
ing. Oh, my angel I how soon must we part I and when 
can we meet again ! I looked forward on the horrid interval 
with tearful eyes I What have I lost by not knowing you 
sooner. I fear, I fear my acquaintance with you is too 
short, to make that lasting impression on your heart I 
could wish. 

SYLVANDER. 



No. XVIII. 

" I Aic distressed for tliee, my brother Jonathan !" I 
have suffered, Clarinda, from your letter. My soul was in 
arms at the sad persual ; I dreaded that I had acted wrong. 
If I turre robbed you of a friend, God forgive me ! But, 
CkjnndfLf be comforted : let us raise the tone of our feel- 
iog9 a little higher and bolder. A fellow creature who 
leaves us, who spurns us without just cause, though once 
our bof ora friend — up with a little honest prid&i-^kt them 
go 1 How shall I comfort you, who am the cause i^ the 
iojury? Can I wish that I had never seen you ? that we 
had never met ? No 1 I never will. But have I thrown 
you friendless P-^there is almost distraction in that thought 

Father cf meroies ! against thee often have I tinned ; 
thvough thy gmce I will endeavour to do so no more ] She 
who, Thou knowestfis dearer to me than myself, pour Thon 
^e bahn of peace into her past wounds, and hedge her 
about with Thy peculiar care, all her future days and nl^ts! 
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Strengthen her tender noble mind, firmly to suffer, and 
roagnanimonsly to bear I Make me worthy of that friend- 
ship she honouns me with. May my attachment to her be 
. pure as devotion, and lasting as immortal life I O Almighty 
Goodness, hear me ! Be to her at all times, particularly 
in the hour of distress or trial, a Friend and Comforter, a 
Guide and Guard. 

** How are Thy senrants blest, O Lord, 
How sure is Ibeir defence I 
Eternal Wisdom is their guide, 
Their help. Omnipotence V* 

Forgive me, Clarinda, the injury I have done you ! To- 
night I shall be with you ; as indeed I shall be ill at ease 
till I see you. 

SYLVANDER. 
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Tieo o'clock, 

I JUST now received your first letter of yesterday, by the 
careless negligence of the penny-post. Clarinda, matten 
are grown very serious with us ; then seriously hear me, 
and liear me. Heaven — ^I met you, my dear *****, by far 
the first of woman kind, at least to me ; I esteemed, I loved 
yon at first sight ; die longer I am acquainted with yon, 
the more innate amiableuess and worth I discover in you. 
—-You have suffered a loss, I confe», Ibf my sake : but if 
the firmest, steadiest, warmest firiendship ; if every en- 
deavour to be worthy of your firiendship ; if a love, strong 
as the ties of nature, and holy as the duties of religion — ^if 
all these can make any thing like a compensation for the 
evil I have occasioned you, if they be worth your accep- 
tance, or can in the least add to your enjoyments— So help 
Sylvander, ye Pbweis above, in his hour of need, as he 
freely gives these all to Clarinda ! 
4 2i 
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I esteem you, I love you as a friend ; I admire you, I 
lore you as a woman, beyond any one in all the circle of 
creation ; I know I shall continue to esteem you, to love 
yon, to pray for you, nay, to pray for myself for your sake. 

Expect me at eight — And believe me to be ever, my 
dearest Madam, yours most entirely, 

SYLVANDER, 



No. XX. 



February 14/A, 1788. 
When matters, my love, are desperate, we must put on 
a desperate face — 

** On reason build resolve, 
That column of true majesty in man.** 

Or, as the same author finely says in another place— 

— — ** Let tby soul spring up, 

And lay strong hold for help on bim that made thee.'* 

I am yours, Clarinda, for life. Never be discouraged 
at all this. Look forward ; in a few weeks I shall be some« 
where or other out of the possibility of seeing you : till 
then, I shall write you oflten, but visit you seldom. Your 
fame, your welfare, your happiness, are dearer to me than 
any gratification whatever. Be comforted, my love! the 
present moment is the worst : the lenient hand of Time is 
daily and hourly either lightening the burden, or making 
us insensible to the wei^t None of these friends, I mean 
Mr  and. the other gentleman, can hurt your worldly 

support, and for their friendship, in a little time you will 
learn to be easy, and, by and by, to be hi^ppy without it. 
A decent means of livelihood in the world, an approving 
Ood, a peaceful conscience, and one firm trusty friend- 
can any body that has these be said to be unhappy? 
These are yours. 
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To-morrow evening I shall be with you about eight ; 
probably for the last time till I return to Edinburgh. In the 
meantime, should any of these two uniucky friends question 
you respecting me, whether I am the man^ I do not think 
they are entitled to any information. As to tlieir jealousy 
and sp3ring, I despise them. — Adieu, my dearest Madam ! 

SYLVANDER. 



No. XXI. 



Glasgow, Monday Evening, 9 d'theky IVh Feb, 1788. 
The attraction of love, I find, is in an inverse proportion 
to the attraction of the Newtonian philosophy. In the 
system of Sir Isaac, the nearer objects are to one another, 
the stronger is the attractive force ; in my system, every 
milestone that marked my progress from Clarinda, awak- 
ened a keener pang of attachment to her. How do you 
feel, my love ? Is your heart ill at ease ? I fear it. — God 
forbid that these persecutors should harass that peace, 
which is more precious to me than my own. Be assured I 
shall ever think of you, muse on you, and, in my moments 
of devotion, pray for you. The hour that you are not in 
all my thoughts — '* be that hour darkness ! let the sliadows 
of death cover it ! let it not be numbered in the hours of 
the day !" 



•** When I forget the darling theme, 



Be my tongue mute ! my fancy paint no more ! 
And, dead to joy, forget my heart to beat 1" 

I have just met with my old friend, the ship captain ; 
guess my pleasure — To meet you could alone have given 
me more. My brother William, too, the young saddler, 
has come to Glasgow to meet me ; and here are we three 
spending the evening. 

I arrived here too late to write by post ; but Dl wrap 
half a dozen sheets of blank paper together, and send it bv 

2i2 
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the fly^ under the name of a parcel. You shall hear from 
me next post town. I would write you a long letter, but 
for the present circumstance of my friend. 

Adieu, my Clarinda I I am just going to propose your 
health by way of grace-drink. 

SYLVANDER. 



No. XXII. 



Cumnock, 2d March, 1788. 

X hope, and am certain, that my generous Clarinda* will 
not think my silence, for now a long week, has been in any 
degree owing to my forgetfulness. I have been tossed about 
through the country ever since I wrote you ; and am here^ 
returning from Dumfriesshire, at an inn, the post-office of 
the place, with just so long time as my horse eats his com, 
to write you. I have been hurried with business and dis- 
sipation almost equal to the insidious decree of the Persian 
monarch*s mandate, when be forbade asking petition of 
God or man for forty days. Had the venerable prophet 
been as throng as I, he had not broken the decree, at least 
not thrice a-day. 

I am thinking my farming scheme will yet hold. A wor- 
thy intelligent farmer, my Other's friend and my own, has 
been with me on the spot : he thinks the bargain practica-^ 
ble. I am myself, on a more serious review of the lands, 
much better pleased with them. I won't mention this in 

writing to any body but you and . Don't accuse 

me of being fickle : I have the two plans of life before me, 
and I wish to adopt the one most likely to procure me in- 
dependence. I shall be in Edinburgh next week. I long 
to see you : your image is omnipresent to me ; nay, I 
am convinced I would soon idolatrize it most seriously ; 
so much do absence and memory improve the medium 

* The letter about the 23d of February seems to be wanting. 
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through which one sees the much-loved objects To-night, 
at the sacred hour of eight, I expect to meet you — at the 
Throne of Grace* I hope, as I go home to-night, to find a 
letter from you at the post-office in MauchHne« I have 
just once seen that dear hand since I left Edinburgh — a 
letter indeed which much affected me. Tell me, first of 
womankind! will my warmest attachment, my sincerest 
friendship, my correspondence, will they be any compensa- 
tion for the sacrifices you make for my sake ! If they will, 
they are yours. If I settle on the fana I propose, I am 
just a day and a halTs ride from Edinburgh. We will 
meet — don't you say, * perhaps too often !* 

Farewell, my fair, my charming Poetess I May all good 
things ever attend you ! I am ever, my dearest Madam, 
yours, 

SYLVANDER. 



No. XXIII. 

. MossGiEL» 7^ March, 1788. 
Clarinda, I have been so stung with your reproach for 
unkindness, a sin so unlike me, a sin I detest more than a 
breach of the whole Decalogue, fifth, sixth, seventh, and 
ninth articles excepted, that I believe I shall not rest in 
my grave about it, if I die before I see you. You have 
often allowed me the head to judge, and the heart to feel» 
the influence of female excellence. Was it not blasphemy 
then, against your own charms, and against my feelings, to 
suppose that a short fortnight could abate my passion? 
You, my Love, may have your cares and anxieties to disturb 
you, but they are the usual recurrences of life ; your future 
views are fixed, and your mind in a settled routine^ Could 
not you, my ever dearest Madam, make a little allowance 
for a man, after long absence, paying a short visit to a 
tountry full of friends, relations, and early intimates? 

2i3 
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Cannot you guess, my Clarinda, what thoughts, what cares,* 
what anxious forebodings, hopes and fears, must crowd the 
breast of the roan of keen sensibility, when no less is on the 
tapis than his aim, his employment, his very existence, 
through future life? 

Now that, not my apology, but my defence, is made, I 
feel my soul respire more easily. I know you will go along 
with me in my justification — ^would to Heaven you could 
in my adoption too! I mean an adoption beneath the 
stars— an adoption where I might revel in the immediate 
beams of 

*' She, the bright sun of all her sex.'* 

I would not have you, my dear Madam, so much hurt at 

Miss *s coldness. 'Tis placing yourself below her, 

an honour slie by no means deserves. We ought, when 
we wish to be economists in happiness ; we ought, in the 
first place, to fix the standard of our own character ; and 
when, on full examination, we know where we stand, and 
how much ground we occupy, let us contend for it as pro- 
perty : and those who seem to doubt, or deny us what is 
justly ours, let us either pity their prejudices, or despise 
their judgment. I know, my dear, you will say this is self- 
conceit; but I call it self-knowledge. The one is the 
overweening opinion of a fool, who fancies himself to be 
what he wishes himself to be thought ; the other is the bon-> 
est justice that a man of sense, who has thoroughly examined 
the subject, owes to himself. Without this standard, this 
column in our own mind, we are perpetually at the mercy 
of the petulance, the mistakes, the prejudices, nay, the very 
weakness and wickedness of our fellow-creatures. 

I orge this, my dear, both to confirm myself in the doc- 
trine, which, I assure you, I sometimes need ; and because 
I know that this causes you often much disquiet. — To re- 
turn to Miss : she is most certainly a worthy soul, 

and equalled by very, very few, in goodness of heart. But 
can she boast more goodness of heart than Clarinda ? Not 



LETTEBS TO CLAUMDA. 979 

even prejudice will dare to say se. For penetration and 
discernment, Clarinda sees far beyond her t to wit. Miss 
 dare make no pretence ; to Clarinda*s wit, scarcely 

any of her sex dare make pretence. Peisonal charms, i^ 
would be ridiculous to run the pandleL And for conduct in 

life. Miss was never called out, either much to do or 

to suffer ; Clarinda has been both i and has performed her 
part, where Miss    would hare sunk at the bare idea* 
Away, then, with these disquietudes I Let ns pcay with 
the honest weaver of Kilbarchan— ' Lord, send us a gude 
conceit o' oursel V Or, in the words of the auld sang^ 

' Who does me disdain, I can scorti them again, 
And ni nerer mind any such foes.' 

There is an error in the commerce of intimacy » * 

• • • • • • • 

• • way of exchange, have not an equivalent 

to give us ; and, what is still worse, have no idea of the 
value of our goods. Happy is our lot indeed, when we 
meet with an honest merchant, who is qualified to deal 
with us on our own terms ; but that is a rarity. With al- 
most every body we must pocket our pearls, less or more, 
and learn, in the old Scotch phrase — * To gie sic like as we 
get.' For this reason one should try to erect a kind of 
bank or store-house in one^s own mind ; or, as the Psal- 
mist says, ' We should commune with our own hearts, and 
be still.' This is exactly • • • 



No. XXIV * 

I OWN myself guilty, Clarinda ; I should have written 
you last week ; but when you recollect, my dearest Madam, 

• This letter must have been written after his shoit visit to 
Edinburgh, when he concladed the bargain with Mr Miller on 
the ] dth March. He seems to have avoided seeing Clarinda on 
this occasion. Its date is* probably about l6th March. 
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that yours of this night's post is only the third I have got 
from you, and that this is the fifth or sixth I have sent to 
you, you will not reproach me, with a good grac6, for un- 
kindness. I have always Some kind of idea, not to sit 
down to write a letter, except I have time and poss^ion 
of my Acuities so as to do some justice to my letter ; which 
at present is rarely my situation. For instance, yesterday 
I dined at a friend's at some distance ; the savage hospitality 
of this country spent me the most part of the night over the 
nauseous potibn in the bowl : this day — sick-^head-ache-^ 
low spirits — ^miserable— fiisting,* except for a draught of 
water or small beer : now eight o'clock at night — only able 

to crawl ten minutes walk into M to wait the post, in 

the pleasurable hope of hearing from the mistress of my 
souL 

But, truce with all this ! When I sit down to write to 
you, all is harmony and peace. A hundred times a-day do 
I figure you, before your taper, your book, or work laid 
aside, as I get within the room. How happy have I been ! 
and how little of that scantling portion of time, called the 
life of man, is sacred to happiness ! 

I could moralize to-night like a death's head. 

' O what is life, that thoughtless wish of all ! 
A drop of honey in a draught of gall.* 

Nothing astonishes me more, when a little sickness clogs 
the wheels of life, than the thoughtless career we run in 
the hour of health. 'Kone saith, where is God, my 
Maker, that giveth songs in the night ; who teacheth us 
more knowledge than the beasts of the field, and more uii- 
derstanding than the fowls of the air.' 

Give me, my Maker, to remember thee ! Give me to act 
up to the dignity of my nature ! Give me to feel " another's 
wo ;" and continue with roe that dear-lov'd friend that feels 
with mine ! 

The dignified and dignifying consciousness of an honest 
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man, and the well-grounded trust in approving Heaven, are 

two most substantial • • ^ of happiness. 

# * « « « * • . 

SYLVANDER. 



No. XXV." 



Before you ask me why I have not written you, first let 
me be informed of yon how I shall write you ? '' In friend- 
ship," you say ; and I have many a time taken up my pen 
to tiy an epistle of '* Friendship" to you ; but it will not 
do : 'tis like Jove grasping a pop-gun, afler having wielded 
his thunder. When I take up the pen, recollection ruins 
me. Ah I my ever dearest Clarinda! Clarinda ! — what an 
host of memory's tenderest offspring crowd on my fancy at 
that sound ! But I must not indulge that subject — ^you 
have forbid it 

I am extremely happy to learn, that your precious health 
is re-established, and that you are once more fit to enjoy 
that satisfaction in existence, which health alone can give 
us. My old friend has indeed been kind to you. Tell 
him, that I envy him the power of serving you. I had a 
letter from him a while ago, but it was so dry, so distant; 
so like a card to one of his clients, that I could scarcely 
bear to read it, and have not yet answered it. He is a 
good honest fellow ; and can write a friendly letter, which 
would do equal honour to his head and his heart ; as a 
whole sheaf of his letters I have by me will witness : and 
though Fame does not blow her trumpet at my approach 
now, as she did theUy when he first honoured me with his 
friendship, yet I am as proud as ever ; and when I am laid 
in my grave, I wish to be stretched at my full length, that 
I may occupy every inch of ground which I have a right to. 

You would laugh were you to see me where I am just 

^ This letter was written after the Poet's marriage. 
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now !— would to heaven you were here to laugh with me I 
though I am afraid that crying would be our first employ- 
ment. Here am I set, a solitary hermit, in the solitary 
room of a solitary inn, with a solitary bottle of wine by me 
— as grave and as stupid as an owl — ^but, like that owl, still 
faithful to my old song. In confirmation of which, my dear 
Mrs Mack, here is your^ood health ! may the hand-waled 
benisons o' heaven bless your bonnie face ; and the wratch 
wha skellies at your weelfare, may the auld tinkler deil get 
him to clout his rotten heart! Amen. 

You must know, my dearest Madam, that these now 
many years, wherever I am, in whatever company, when a. 
married lady is called on as a toast, I constantly give you ; 
but as your name has never passed my lips, even to my 
most intimate friend, I give you by the name of Mrs Mack» 
This is so well known among my acquaintances, that when 
my married lady is called for, the toast-master will say — 
" O, we need not ask him who it is— here's Mrs Mack I" 
I have also, among my convivial friends, set on foot a 
round of toasts, which I call a round of Arcadian Shep- 
herdesses ; that is, a round of favourite ladies, under fe- 
male names celebrated in ancient song ; and then, you are 
my Clarinda. So, my lovely Clarinda, I devote this glass 
of wine to a most ardent wish for your happiness I 

In vain would Prudence, with decorous sneer. 
Point out a censoring world, and bid me fear : 
Above that world on wings of love I rise, 
I know its worst, and can that worst despise. 
" Wrong'd, injur'd, shunn'd, unpitied, unredrest. 
The mock'd quotation of the scorner's jest," 
Let Prudence* direst bodements on me fall, 
Clarinda, rich reward 1 o'erpays them all I 

I have been rhyming a little of late, but I do not know 

if they are worth postage. — Tell me * *  

* # # * 

SYLVANDER. 



